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TO THE 


STATE of LOVE, 
OR 


The Senſes Feſtival. 


Saw a Viſion yeſter-night 
Enough to tempt a Seckers- ſight : 
I witht my ſelf a Shaker there, 
And her quick pulſe my trembling Sphear: 
It was a ſhee ſo glittering bright, 
You'd think her ſoul an Adamire, 
| Aperlon of ſo rare a frame, 
Her body might be lin'd with' ſame, 
Beauries chiefeſt Maid of Honour , 
You'd break a Lent with looking on her 
Not the fair Abbeſs of the sKies 
With all her Nunnery of eyes, 
Can Shew me ſuch a glorious prize. 
And yet, becauſe *cis more renown 
To make a ſhaddow ſhine, ſhe's brown ; 
A brown for which heaven would disband 
The Galaxye, and ſtars be tann'd, 
Brown by reflection, as her eye; 
Dazels the Summers livery. 
A3 Old 
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O18 dormant windows muſt confeſs, \ 
Her beams their glimmering ſpeRacles ; 
Struck with the ſpleridor of her face, 
D.*l\' office of a þurning-plaſs 
Now where futh radiant lights have ſhown, 
No wonder if her cheeks be grown 
Sun-burnt with luſtre of her own. 
My fight took pay, but (thank my charms; ) 
| Inowempale herin mine arms, = 
' '( Loves compaſles ) confining you 
Good Angels to a compals too. 
Is not the [Univerſe trait-lac'r, 
When I can claſp itin the waſt ? Fl 
My amorous foulds about theſe hurl'd, | 
With Drake I compaſs in the World ; 
] hoop the firmament, and make 
T bis my embrace the Zodiack. | 
How would the center take my ſence, . | 
When admiration doth commence, 
At the extream circumference ! 
Now to the melting kiſs that ſips 
The gelley'd Philtre of her lips 
co ſweet there is no tongue can prais't; 
Till rranfubſtantiate with a taſte, 
Inſpire like Adahowet from above, 
By th billing of my heav'nly Dove; 
Love prints her Signets in her ſmacks, 
Thoſe ruddy drops of ſqueezing wax ; 
Which wherefoever ſhe imparts, 
They're Priyy Spals to take up hearts _ 
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Our mouths encountring at the ſport, 
My ſlippery ſoul had quit the fort, 
But that ſhe ſtopt the Sally-port. 

Next to thoſe ſweets ber lips diſpence 

As twin-conſerves of eloquence, 


- The ſweet perfume her breath affords, 


Incorporating with her words ; 


| No Roſary this votrels needs, 


Her very ſvllables are beads. 
No ſooner 'ewixt thoſe Rubies born, 
But Jewels are in Ear-rings worn. 
With what delight our ſpeech doth enter ? 
Itis a kiſs o*ch* ny venter. 
AndlI diſſolve at what I hear, 
As if another Roſamond were 
Couch'd in the Labyrinth of my eax 
Yet that's but a preludious bliſs : 
Two ſouls pickearing in a kiſs. 


 Embraces do but draw the line, 


*Tis ſtorming that muſt cake her in. 
When bodies whine, and viQorie hovers 
*Twixt the equall fluttering lovers, 


' This is the game make ſtakes my dear, 


Hark how the ſprightly Chanticlere, 
(That Baron Tel clock of the night, ) 


- Sounds Boot-eſel ro Cupids Knight. 


Then have at all, the paſs is got, 
For coming off, oh name it not : 
Who would not dy upon the ſpot ? 
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"PUSCARA, or the. | 
BEE errant. 1 al 
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ac 'N Atures canſtlonner, the Bee, | 
Whoſe ſuckers are moiſt Alchymre, | | 
 Theſtill of tis refining Mould, 
Minting the Garden into gold, 
Having rifled all ihe fields 
Of what dainties Flora yields 
Anibitious now to take Exciſe 
Of a more fragrant Paradiſe, 
At my Fuſcara's ſleeve arriv'd, 
Where all delicious ſweets are hiv 'd: 
The airy Freebooters diitreins 
Firſt on the Violet of her veins, 
Whoſe tinCture-could it be more pure, 
His ravenous kiſs had made it bjuer ; 
Here did heir, and eflence quaff, 
Till her coy pulſe had beat him off; 
Thar pulſe, which he that feels may know 
Whether the world; long-liv'd or no. 
The next he preys on is her Palm, 
That Alm'gerof tranſpiring Balm; 
So ſoft, «s air but once remov'd, 
Tender as "rwere a gelly glov'd. 
Here while his canting drone pipe ſcann'd 
The Myſtick figures of her hand, 
He zipples Palmeſtry; and dives. 
On all her fortunes telling lives : 
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. He bathes in bliſs and finds no odds .' 


Betwixt her Nectar and the Gods , 
He pearches now upon ber wrilt, 


-. | A proper hawk for ſuch afiſt, 
' Making that fleſh his bill of fare, 


Which hungry Cannibals would ſpare : 
Where Lillies in a lovely brown 

In oculate'Carnation : 

Her Argent skin with Or ſo ſtream'd 


| Asif the milky way were cream'd 
| From hence he to the woodbine bends, 


Thar quivers at her fingers ends, 
That runs diviſions on the three, 
Like a thick brar«<bing Pedigree. 
So'tis not her the Bee devours, 
It 15 a preity maze of flowers ; 


| |-Itis the Roſe that bleeds when he 


Nibles his nice Phlebecomy. 


© | About her finger he doth cling 


Pch* faſhion ofa wedding ring, 

And bids his Comrades of the ſwarm 
Crawl on a bracelet *bout her arm. 
Thus when the hovering Publican 


- Hadſuck'd the Toll of all her ſpan, 
Turning his draughts wich drouſy hums, 


As Danes Carrowle by Kettle Drums, 
It was decreed that poſie glein'd, 

The ſmall familiar ſhould be wean'd : 
Ar this the Errants courage quails, 
Yet aided by his native fails, 


The 
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/ The bold Columbas ſtill deſigns 
\ To find her undiſcovered mines ; 
To th* [ndies of her arm he flies ; 
Fravghc both with Eaſt and Weſtern prize ; 
Which when he had in vain aſlaid; 
Armed like a dapper Lance preſade, | 
With Spanify pike he broachc a pore, * 
And (o both made and heal'd the ſore : 
For as in Gummy trees there's found, 
A falve co iſſue at the wound, 
Ofthis her breach the like was true, 
Hence trickled out a Balſome too : 
But oh ! What Waſp was'tehatcould prove 
Ratilias ro my 2 neen of Love ? 
The King of Becs now jealous grown, 
Leſt her beams ſhould melt his throne : 
And finding that his tribute ſlacks, 
His Burgeſles and ſtate of Wax | 
Turn'd to an Hoſpital, the Combs | 
Build rank and file like beads mens rooms, 
And what they bleed, but tart and ſowre, 
Matcht with my Danaes golden (howre, 
Live. Honey all, the envious elf 
Stung her, *cauſe ſweeter than himſelf. 
Sweetneſs and ſhe are ſo ally'd, 
The Bee committed paricide, 
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|To JuLi 4 to expedite her promiſe» 


gu my Doome, Love's under-Sbrieve, 
Why this reprieve ? 
Why doth my ſhe- Advowſon fly 
Incumbency ? 
Panting expeRance makes us prove 
The Anticks of benighted Love, 
And withered Mates when wedlock joyns, 
They're Hymens Monkeys, which be tyes by th? 
To play ( alas ) bue at rebared Foyns, (loyns, 
To fell thy ſelf doſt thou intend 
| By Candle end? 
And hold the contraQt thus indoubt, 
5 Life's Taper out ? 
Think but how ſoon the Market fails ; 
Your Sex lives faſter than the Males, 
Asif to meaſure Age's ſpan 
The (ober 7{iaz were th* Account of Man, 
Whilſt you live by the fleet Gregortas, 
Now fince you bear a Date ſo ſhort 
Live double for't. 
How can thy Fortreſs ever ſtand 
If 'c be not mann'd? 

The Siege ſo gains upon the Place, * 
Thoul' tind the Trenches in thy face : 
Pity thy felf chen, if not me, 
- JAnd bold not out, leſt (like Oftend ) thou be 
-ofNotbing but Rubbiſh at Delivery. 
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/ TheCandidates of Peter's chair 
K-: _ - multpleadgray hair, .. 
' Anduſe the Simony of a cough 
? | to help them off,, 
But when [ wo thus oid and ſpent, 
Vie wed by will and Teſtament. 
No, let us love while criſp'd and curl'd 
Are but gay Furlows for another world. 


To morrow what thou tender'ſt me, 
is Legacy ; 
Not one of all theſe rav'nous hours 
but the devours. 
Aud though thou ſtill recruited be, 
Like Pelops with ſoft Ivory , 
Though thou conſume but to renew z 
Yet Love, as Lord doth claim a Herriot due. 
That's the beſt quick thing I can finde of you. 


I feel thou art conſenting ripe, 
by that ſoft gripe. 
And thoſe regealing chryſtal ſphears, 
I hold thy tears 
Pledges of more diſtilling ſweets, 
The Bath that uſhers in the ſheets; 
Elſe pious 74/ia ( Angel-wiſe ) 
Moves the Betheſday of ber trickling eys - 
To cure the ſpittle world of maladies, 
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/'TDE dumb ye Beggers of the rhiming Trade, 

; JD Geldthe looſe wits,& let the Muſe be ſplaidz 

./ Charge not the pariſh with the baſtard phraſe 
Of Balm, Elixar, both the India's, it 4 

Of ſhrine, Saint, ſacriledge, ard ſuch as theſe. 

Expreſſions common as their Miftreſles, 

Hence ye fantaſtick Poſtillers in ſong, 

My text defeats your Art, ties Natures tongue, 

Scorns all his tinfill-d Metaphers of Pelf, 

Nuftrated by nothirg but bis ſelf. 

As Spiders travell by their bowels ſpun 

Into athred, and when the race is run, 

Wind up their Journyin a livirg clew, 

So is it with my Poetry and you. 

From your own Eſſence mult ] firſt vntwink, 

Then twiſt again cach Panegyrick line. 

Reach then a ſoaring quill,that I may write, 

As with a 7accbs ſiaffe to take the heiphe, 

Suppole an Angel carting through the air, 

Should there ircounter arel:gious prayer 

Mounting to heaventhar intelligence. 

Should tor a Sunday- ſuit thy breath condenſe. 


Into 
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Into a body. Let me crack a ſtring 

In veniuring higher ; were the note | ſing 
Above heavens Ela, ſhould] undecline, .. 

And with a deep-mouth Gammat ſound ugen 
From pole to pole, .I could not reach her worth, 
Nor finde an Epithite to ſer it forth. 

Metals may blazori common beauries ;She 
Makes pearls and planets humble herauldry. _ 
As then {purer ſubtance'is defin'd, + ©.: 
Bur by a beap of Negatives combined 

Ask what a'fpirit is, you'l hear them cry 

It hath no matter, no mortality : 

Socan I not define how ſweet, how fair, 

Only I fay ſhe's not as others are : 

For what perfections we to others grant, 

Je is her ſole perfeRtion to want, 

All other forms ſeem in reſpeR of thee. 

The Almanacks miſhap'd Anatomy, 
Where Aries head and face; Bz/l! neck and throat; 
* The Scerpiongive the ſecrets ; knees, the Guat ; 
A brief of limbs foul as thoſe beaſts, or are 
Their name- ſack'd ſigns in their ſtrange cha- 

As the Philoſophers to every ſence (racer. 
Marry is objeR yet with ſome diſpence, 

And grant them a Polvgamy withall, 

And theſe theit common ſenſibles they call : 

So is'c with her who ſtinted unto none, 

LUnites all Sences in each aQidtr 
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For can yon want a palate in your eyes 

When each of hers contains a double prize, 
Venuses apple? canthe eyes want noſe, 
When from each cheek buds forth a fragrant 
Or can the ſight be deaf if ſhe but ſpeak, (Roſe? 
A welli-tun'd face ſuch moving Rhetorick ? 
Doth not each look a flaſh of lighUning feel, 
Which ſpares the bodiesſheath,& melts the ſteel? 
Thy ſoul muſt needs confeſs, or grant thy ſence 
Corrupted with the objects excellence, 

Sweet Magick, which can make five ſences lie 
Conjur'd within the circle of an eye ! 

In whom, ſince all the five are intermixt, 

Oh now that Sca/:ger would prove his (ixt ! 
Thou man of —_ that canſt not name a'She 
Unleſs all nature pay a Subfidie, 

Whoſe language is a Tax, whoſe Muskcat verſe 
Voids not but flowers:for thy Mules herle, 
Firter than Celz4's looks, who in a trice 

Canſt ſtate the long diſputed Paradiſe : 

And with Divines hunt with ſo cold a ſcent, 
Can in ber boſome find it reſident, 

Now come aloft, come, come, and breath-avein, 
And _ lome vent unto thy daring ſtrain. 

Say the Aſtrologer, who ſpells the ſtars, 

In that fair Alphabet reads peace and wars, 
Miſtakes his Globe,and in her brighter eye 
Interprets heavens Phyſiognomy, 

Call .ber the Metapbyficks of her Sex, 

And ſay ſte tortures wit, as @»eytans vex 


Phy. 
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Phyſicians : call her the. Square circle, ſay 
She is the very rale of Algebra : - a 
What &re you undertake not, {aye of her,'... | 
For that's the way to write her Charater. 
Say chis and more,and when thou hop'lt to raiſe -/ 
Thy fancy fo, as to incloſe her praiſe : '- | 
Alas poor Gotham with thy Coocko hedge; . 
Hyperboleys are here but ſacriledge. -'- : 311 4 
Then rouz up Muſe, what thou haſt reveal'd out, 
Some comments clear not, but increaſe the doubt, 
She that affords poor Mortals not a glance 

Of knowledge, but is known by ignorance: 
She that commits a rape on every ſence. 

Whoſe breath can countermad a peſtilence, 

She chat can ſtrike the beſt invention dead, 

Till baffled Poetry hangs down her head : - _  - 
She, ſhe it is, ſhe that contains all bliſs, ' - 
And makes the world, but her Periphraſis.: 
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UPON 


Sir Tuomas,MARTIN, 
Who ſubſcribed Warrant thus, 


Te the Knights and Gentlemen of the Conte 
mittee, 8c, When there was no - 
Ln but himſelf. 


EJ-oe out a oh and oather pence a piece 
(Which Afr:ick never bred nor ſwelling 


With ſtories Timpany) a beaſt lorare (Greece 
No Le&ares wrought cap, nor Bartholmew fair 


 [Canmatch him; natures whimſey, one that out» 


Tredeskgn and his ark of Novelties. (vies 
The Gog'and Magos of prodigious (ights, 


Wirth reverence to your eyes,Sir Thomas Knights: 


But is this Bigamy of titles due ? 

Are you Sir T homas and Sir Martin too ? 
Iſachar conchant *:wixt a brace of Sirs, 

Thou Knighthood in a pair of Pannierc, 

Thou that looKk'it wrapt up in thy warlike lea- 
uke V.lentine & Or/on bound together. (iter, 
Spurs Repreſenrative! thou that art able 

To be a Yerary to King Arthur's Table: 

Who 1n this ſacrilegious mals of all, 


It feems ha's ſwallowed Wind/ors Hoſpital. 
Pairs 
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Pair-royall headed Cerberys his Cozen : 
Hercules \abours were a Bakers dozen. 

Had he but trumpt on thee, whole forked neck 
Might wel have anſwered at the Font for Smeck. | 
But can a Knighthood on a Knighthood lie? 


—--Metall on mertall is falſe Herauldry. 


And yet the known Goafrey of Bylloin's coat 
Shines in exception to the Heraulds vote. 
Great ſpirits move not by pedantick laws, 
Their aQtions,though eccentrick, ſtate the cauſe 
And Pri/cian bleeds with honour : Ceſar thus 
Subſcrib'd two Conſuls with _— — 

Tom never loaded Squire, ſcarce 

Is Tom twice dipt, Knight of a double Dy? 

Fond man ! whole fate is in his name betray'd, 
It is the ſetting Sun doubles his ſhade , 

Bur its no matter, for Amphibious he 

May have a Knight hang'd, yet Sir Tom go free. 
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On the memory of Mr, Edward King, 
drown'd in the Iriſh Seas. 


Like not tears in rune, nor do I prize 
His artificial grief who ſcans his eyes, 
Mine weep down pious beads, but why ſhould I 
Confine them to the Muſes Roſary ? 
] am no Poet here, my Pen»; the ipour, 
Where the Rain water of mine eyes run out, 
In pity of that Name, whoſe fate we ſee 
Thus copied out in griefs Hydrography : 
The Muſes are not Mair-maids, :hough upon 


| Kis death the Ocean might curn Helicon. (on'c 
| The Sea's too rough for verſe, who rhimes up- 


With Xerxesitrives to fetter the Heleſpont. 

My tears will keep no channel, know no laws 

To guide the ftreams ; but (like the waves their 

cauſe ) 

Run with diſturbance, till they ſwallow me 

As a deſcription of his miſery. 

But can his ſpacious virtue finde a grave 

Within th» impoſihum'd bubble of a wave ? 

Whoſe learning if we ſound, we muſt confeſs 

The Sea but ſhallow, and him bottomleſs. 

Could not the winds to countermand thy death 

Wi:ih their whole Card of Lungs redeem thy 

Or ſome new !ſtand in thy reſcue peep ( breath? 

To heave-hy reſurreQRion from the deep ? 

Tha: ſo the world might fee thy ſafery wrought, 

With no leſs wonder than thy ſelf was choogh 
B 2 he 
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The famons Sragirite, who in his life 
. Had nature as familiar as his wife, 
Bequeath'd his Widow to ſurvive with thee, 
Queen Dowager of all Philoſophy : 
An ominous Legacy that did portend 
Thy fate and Predeceſſours ſecond end : 
Some have affirm'd, that what on earth we find, 
The Sea can parallel in ſhape and kind : 
Books, arts and tongues were wanting, but in 
Neptane hath got an Univerſity. (thee 
Wee? dive no more for pearls, the hope to ſee 
Thy ſacred reliques of mortality. 
Shall welcome ſtorms, & make the ſea-men prize 
His ſhipwrack now, more than his merchandize. 
He ſhall embrace the waves, and to thy tombe 
As to a Royaller Exchange ſhall come. | 
What can we now expect ? water and fire ; 
Both elements or ruine do conſpire : 
And that diſſolves us which doth us compound 
One Yatican was burnt, another drown'd. 
We of the Gown our Libraries mult toſs 
To underſtand the greatneſsof our loſs, 
Be pupils to our grief, and ſo much grow 
In learning as our ſorrows overflow. 
When we have fill'd the Rundlets of our eyes, 
Wee'l iflv*c forth, and vent ſuch Elepies, 
As that our tears ſhall ſeem the Ir: Seas 
We floating Iſlands living Hebrides, 
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On the ſame. 


Ell me no more of Stoicks : canſt thou tel} 
Who 'twas, that when the waves began to 
ſwell, ; 
The Ship to ſink, ſad paſſengers to call, 
[ Maſter we periſh] ſlept ſecure of all? 
Remember this, and him that waking kept, 
A mind as conſtant as he did that ſlept 
Canſt thou pive credit to his zeal and love; 
That wene to Heaven, and to thoſe flames above 
Wrapt in a fiery Chariot? ſince I heard 
Who »:was that on his knees the Veſlel teer'd 


s With hands bolt up to heaven, fince I ſee 


As yet no fign of his mortality ; 
Pardon me, Reader, if I ſay be's gone 
The ſelf-ſame journey in a watry one. 


13 POEMS. 
Upon an 


HER MAPHRODITE, 


JF or Madam, chuſe you whether, 
Nature twiſt*d you both together , 
And makes thy ſoul two garbs contels, 
Both pecticeat and breeches dreſs. 
Thus we chaſtiſe the God of Wine 
With water that is feminine, 

Until the chooler Nymph abate 

His wrath, and ſo concorporate. 
Aaamn till his rib was loſt, 

Had both Sexes thus ingroſt. 

When Providence our Sire did cleave, 
And out of Adam carved Eve, 

Then did man *bout wedlock treat, 

. To make his body up compleat. 

Thus Matrimony ſpeaks but Thee. 

In a grave ſolemnity ; 

For man and wife make but one right 
Canonical Hermaphrodite. 

Ravell thy body, and I finde 

In every limb a double kinde. 

Who would not think that head a pair 
That breeds ſuch faRtions in the hair ? 
One half ſo churliſh in the couch, 
Thar rather'then endure ſo. much, 

It would my tender limbs apparrel 

In Regslas his nailed bartel : 


But 
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But the other half ſo ſmall, 

And ſo amorous withall, 

That C944 thinks each hair doth grow 
A ſtring of his invis'ble bow. 

When I look babies in thine eyes, —— 
Here YVenas, there Adonis lies. 

And though thy beanty be high noon, 
Thy Orb coneains both Sun and Moon : 
How many melting kiſles skip 

'Twixt thy Male and Femalelip ? 

Twixt thy upper bruſh of bair 

And thy neither beards deſpair ? 

When thou ſpeak'it, I would not wrong 
Thy ſweetneſs with a double congue : 

' But in every ſingle ſound 

A perfeQt Dialogue is found ? 

Thy breaſts diſtinguiſh one another , 

| This is the Siſter, that the Brother. 
When thou joyn'it hands my ear till ſancies, 
The Nuprial found, 1 Fob» take Fraxces : 
Feel bur the difference, ſoft and rough, 
This is a Gantler, that a Muff; 

Had flyU1yſſes at the ſack 

Of Troy brought thee his Pedlars pack, * 
And weapons too to know Acbilles 
From King Nichomedes Phillis, 

His Plot had fail'd; this hand would feel + 
The needle,that che Warlike ee), 

When muſick doth thy pace advance, 
Thy right leg cakes the left co dance, 


B 4 Nor 
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Nor it'ta Galliard danc'd by one, 
But a mixt dance, though alone : 
T hus every heteroclite part 
Changes gender, notthe heart. 
Nay, thoſe which modeſtly can mean, 
And dare not ſpeak, are Epiccene , 
Thar gamſter needs muſt overcome, 
That can play both Tib and Tom. 
Thus did natures mintage vary ; 
Coyning thee a Philip and Mary. 


—_— 


——_————— 
© -——————_— 


The Authors 
HER MAPHRODITE., 


Made after Mr. Randloph's death, yet int= 
ſerted into his PogmMs: 


Jobleme of Sexes! muſt thou likewiſe be 
As diſputable 1n thy pedigree ? 

Thou twins 1n one, in whom Dame Nature tries 
To throw leſs.then Aums ace upon two Dice: 
Wer'c thou ſerv'd up two in one diſh, the rather 
To ſplit thy Sire into a double father ? 


True, the worlds ſcales are even ; what the 1 main | 


In one gets place, another quits again. 

Nature loſt one by thee, and therefore muſt ; 

Slice one in two, to keep tier number juft : 
Plurality 
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' | Pluralicy of livings is thy ſtate; - '— 
And therefore mine muſt be-impropriate- .. ' 
For, ſince the child is mire, and yet the claim 
Is intercepted by anothers name ; 

Never did ſteeple carry double truer, 

His is the Donative, and mine the Cure. _. 
Then ſay my Muſe (and without more diſpute) / 
Who, *cis that fame doth ſuper-inſtitute, | 
| The Theban Wittall when he once deſcries, 

7ove in his rival, falls to ſacrifice : 

That name hath tipt his horns : ſec on his knees 
A health co Yans en Kelder Hercxles. 

Nay ſublunary cuckolds are content 

To entertain their fate with complement ; 

And ſhal not he be proud, whom Randolph daigns 
.To quarter with his Muſe both arms and brains 
Grammercy Goſlip, I rejoyce to ſee 

Shee'ch got a leap of ſuch a Barbary 

Talk not of horns, horns are the Poets creſt ; 
For ſince the Mules left cheir former neſt, 

To found a Nunxery in Raxndolph*s quill, 
Cuckold Parzaſſas is a forked hill. 

Bur ſtay, I've wak'*c his duſt, his Marble ſtirs, 
And brings the worms for his compurgators. 
Can Ghoſts have natural ſons ? ſay Og, is't meet, 
| Pennance bear date, after the winding ſheet ? 
Wereit a Phenix (as the double kind 
May ſeem to prove being ther's two combin'd ) 
It would diſclaim my right, and thatit were 
The lawful iflue of his aſhes, ſwears * 


But 
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But was he dead ? did nor his ſoul tranſlate 

Her ſelf into a ſhop of leſfer rate ? 

Or break up houſe, like an exſpenſive Lord 

That gives his purſe a fob, and lives at board ? 

Let old Pithagoras but play the Pimp, (imp: 

And ſtill there's hopes't may prove his baſtard 

Bic me:profane; For grant the world had one, 

With whom he might contraQ an union, 

They two were one, yet like an Eagle ſpread, 

Fch* body joyn'd, but parted in the Head (Chair. 
For you my brat, that poſe the Porptyry 

Pope Fohn,or Joan, or whatſoe're you are, 

You are a Nephew, grieve not at your ſtate, 

For all che world is illegitimate. 

Man cannot pet a man, unleſs the Sun 

Club co the a& of generation. 

The Sun and man get man, thus Tom and 1 

Aretbe joyn: fathers of the Poecry. (mine 

For ſince ( bleſt ſhade) hhracke is male, bur 

O'ca? weaker Sex, a fancy feminine ; 

Wece'l part the child, & yet commit.no ſlaughter 

So ſhall it be thy Son, and yet my davghter. 


——_— 


a FY _— 
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Tothe HEC T@Rs, upon the unfor- 
* tunatedeath of H. GoMpToON. 
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y Ou HeRors! tame profeſſors of the Sword! 
Whoin the chair ſtate Duels, whoſe black 


word Be- 


: I Who are an whole Court Martial in your drink 
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Bewitches courage,and like Devils coo. > 
Leaves the bewitch'd, when'c comes to fight 

Who on your errand our beſt Spirits. fend, _ 
Not to kill Swine or Cows, but man andfiriend , 


And diſpute Honour, when you cannot think 
Not orderly, but part out valour, as 
You grow inſpir'd by th*Oracle of the Glaſs : 
Then (like our zeal drunk Presbyters) cry down 
All Law of Kings & God, bur whar's their own, 
Then y'have che pift of fighting, can diſcern 
Spirits, who's fit to aRt and who to learn, 
Who ſhall be baffled gexc, who muſt be beat, 
Who kill'd, that you may drink, & ſwear &eat : 
Whilit you aplaud thoſe murders wcb you teach 
And live upon the wounds your Riots preach. 
Mere booty ſouls ! who bids us fight a prize 
To fealt the laughter of our enemies? (pain, 
Who ſhour, and clap at wounds, count it pure 
Mere providence to hear a Compton's (lain, 
A name they dearly hate, & juſtly ſhould (blood 
They lov't*cwer worſ their love would taint the 
Blood always true, true as their ſwords & cauſe, 
And never vainly loſt, till your wilde Laws 
Scandall'd their aRions in this perſon, who 
Truly durſt more than you dare think to do. 
A man made up of graces, every Move, 
Had entertainment 1n it, and drew Love : (grave 
From all. but him who kill'd him, who ſeeks a + 
And fears a Death more ſbameful chan he gave. 
Now 
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. Now:you-dread HeRtors! you whom tyrant 
drink, 

Drags thrice about the Town; what do you 

(If you be ſober) Is it yalour ? ſay! (think ? 

To overcome, and then to run away. | 

Fie, fie, your luſts and Duels both are one, - 

Both are repented of, as ſoon as done. 


>quare Cap: 


open hither Apolls's — girle, 

And in a whole Hippocrene of Sherry 

Ler*s drink a round cill our brains do whirle, 

Tuning our pipes to make our ſelves merry ; 

A Cambridge-Laſs, Venas-like, bornof the 

Of an old half fill'd Jug of barly broth ; (froth 

She ſhe's my Miſtreſs, her ſuiters are many, 

But ſhee'] have a Square cap if ere ſhe have any. 

: ( comes, 

And firſt, for the Pluſh ſake the Monmonth-cap 
Shaking his head like an empty bottle, 

With his new fangled oath by 7 piters thumbs, 
That to her health hee'l bepin a pottle : 

Herells her that after the death of his Grannam 


—— He ſhall have God knows what per aun : 


But (till ſhe replied, good Sir La- be, 
If ever I have a man, Sqware-C4p for me. 


Thin 


if 
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Thin Calot Leathey-cap ſtrongly pleads -(on; 
And fain would derive the pedigree of faſhi. 

The Antipodes wear their ſhoes on their heads, 
And why may not we in their imitation? ' . 

Oh, how this foot-ball. noddle would pleaſe, 

If it were but well toſs'd on S.T homas his Lees. 
But ſtill ſhe repli'd, good Sir La- be, | 
If ever Ihave a man, Square-cap for me. 


Next comes the Puritan in a Wroyght-cap, 
With a long waſted conſcience towards a fie 
And making a chappel of eaſe of her lap, (ſer; 
Firſt he {aid grace, and then he kiſt her. 
Beloved, quoth he, thou art my Text, 
Then falls he to Uſe and Application next 1 
But then ſhe replied, your [ext (Sir)-Vie be; 
For then V'me ſure you'l ne*c handle me. 


But ſee where Sattex-cap ſconts about, (marry 
And fain would this wench in his fellowſhip 
He told her howſuch a man was not pur out, : 
Becauſe his wedding he cloſely did carry, 
Hee'l purchaſe induction by Simony.. Ni. 
And offers her money her incumbent to be. : : 
But (till ſhe replied, good Sir La»be, ;* 7 
If ever I have a man, Sqxzare-cap for me; ! 


The Lawyers a Sophiſter by his Rogyd. cap, 2 
Nor in their fallacies are they divided; #4 
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The one-milks therpocket, the other the tap, 
And yet this wench he fain would have brided, 
Come leave theſe thred-bareScholars,quoth he, 


And give me livery and ſeifin of thee; - (on, 


But peace obs 4-#0kes,and leave your Orati- 
For I never will be your Impropriation. 
I pray you therefore good Sir La-be 


For if ever I bave a-man, Square-cap for me. | 


i 


Upon P x1 L L159 walking in a Morn» 
a,0g before Suneriſing. 


T% ſluggiſh morn as yet undreſt, 
JF My Phillis brake from out her Ealt. 


As if thee'd made a match to run 

Witch Yenas, LIſher to the Sun. 
The trees (like Yeomen of her guard, 
Serving more for pomp than ward, 
Bank'd on each fide with loyall duty,) - 
Wave branches to encloſe her beauty. 
The plants, whoſe luxury was lopt, 
Or age with crutches underpropt, 
(Whoſe wooden carkaſes are grown - 
To be but coffins of their own, ) 
Renive, and at her general dole | 
Each receives his antient ſoul. 
\ The winged Choriſters began 

: Fochirp their Matias : and the Fan 

| If 
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Of whiſtling winds, like Organs, plaid 
Unto their Voluntaries made 
The wak*ned earth in odours riſe : 


To be her morning Sacrifice, 


The flowers call'd out of their beds, 
Start and raiſe up their drowſie heads, 
And he that for their colour ſeeks, 
May finde it vaulting in her cheeks, 
Where Roſes mix no civill war 
Between her York and Lancaſter. — 
The Marigold, whoſe Courtiers face, 
Ecchoes the Sun, and doth unlace 
Her at his riſe, at his full ſtop 

Packs, and ſhuts up her gaudy ſhop, 


| Miſtakes her kue and doth diſplzy 


Thus Phill; antidates the day. 

Theſe Miracles had crampt the Sun, 
Who thinking that his Kingdom's won, 
Powders with light his friz*led locks, 
To ſee what Saints his luſtre mocks. 
The trembling leaves chrough which he plaid, 
Dapling the walk with light and ſhade, 
(Like lattice-windows) give the ſpye 
Room but to peep with half an eye, 
Leſt her full Orb his fight ſhould dim, 
And bid us all good night in him, 


| Till ſhe would ſpenda gentle ray, 


To force us a new-falhoned day, 
Bur what religious palfie's this, 
Which makes the boughs diveſt cheir bliſs ? 


And 
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And that-they.might her foot ſteps ſtraw 
Drop their leaves with ſhivering awe, 


Phillis perceives, (and leſt her ſtay } - jp 


Should wed Ofober unto day 

And as her heauty caus'd a.Spring, 
Devotion might/an [Autumn bring ) ay 
With drew her beams, yer made no night, ' 
But left the Sun her Curate-light, 


Upon a Mr1$Ex that madea great feaſt, 
and the next day died for grief. 


NY ſcapgs he ſo : our dinner was ſo good, 
My liquoriſh Muſe cannot but chew the 


cud, | 3%; | 

And what delight ſhe took intfvinvitation, 
Strives to caſt o're again in-this relation. 

After a tedious grace'in. Hophzns rhime, 
Not for devotion, but trotake up time ; - - 
March'd the train band of diſhes, uſher'd there 
To ſhew their poſtures;and:then as they were. 
For he invites no teeth, perchance the eye 
He wil afford the lovers gluttony , 
This is a fea(t, a Muſter, not a fight, 
Our weapons not for ſervice but for ſight, 

Bur are we Tantaliz'd ? is all. this mear 
Cook'd by a limner forto views not eat? ,. 
Thy Aſtrologers keep ſuch Hoſes when they ſup 
On joynts of Tawrss or their heavenly Tup..- 

| What 
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What ever feaſts be made are ſumm'd up here, 
His table vies not ſtanding with his chear. . _ -: 
His Churchings,Chriſaings,in this meal are all. 
And not tranſcrib*d, butin th* Original 
Chriſtmas is is no feaſt moveable ; forlo ! 
The felf-ſame dinner was ten years a go; 
*T'will-be immortal, ifitlonger ſtay, 13 
The gods will eat it for Ambroſia. ROD 
Bur ſtay a while unleſs my whinyard fail, 
Oris inchanted, ]-le cut of th? intail. (ton, 
Saint George for Englandthen, have at the Muc- 
When the firſt-cur call's me bloud thirſty glutcon 
What 4jax with his anger-quodl'd brain, 
Killing aſheep, thought Agamemnos (lain, 
The tition's now prov'd crue;wounding hisroſt, 
I lamentably butcher up mine hoſt : | 
Such ſympathy'is with his meat,my weapon 
Makes him an Eunuch,when it ſerves bis Capon, 
Cuta Gooſeleg, and the poor ſoul-for moan : : 


. | Turns cripple too, and after ſtands on one, 


Have you not heard the abominable ſport , 


A Lancafter Grand-Jury will report ? 


The ſouldier with his Morglay watcht the Mill, 
The cats they came to feaſt, when luſty W:// 
Whips off great Puſles leg, which by ſome charm 
Provesthe next day ſuch an old womans arm : 
'Tis ſo with him, whoſe carcaſe never ſcapes, 


| Bur ſtill we ſlaſh them in a thouſand ſhapes ; 


Our ſerving-men,like Spaniels range,to ſpring 
Thie fowl when he hath clocktunder her wing. 
7 <8 Ss Should 
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Shonld he'on WidSevn,and on Woodcock feed, 

It, were ('T hjeſtts ike ) on his own breed. 

To'pork he pleads a ſuperſtition due, 

But not a mouth is mnzled by the Jew. 

Sauces weſhould have none, had he his wiſh 

The Orariges 1*th'margent of the diſh, 

He with ſuch-Huckſters,rells them o're and ore; 

Th*HeſperianDragon never watcht theni more. 
But beingeaten, 'now into diſpair,' 

Having novghttlfe to do, be falls to pray'r. 

., As though d:dft once pur on the form of Bull, 

Andturn'ſt thy 7o'to'a lovely Mull, (beef 

Defend my Rump great Fove, grant this poor 

May live to comfort me in all my-grief, 

But no Am was ſaid, See,ſee! it'comes; (drums. 

Draw Boys, let trumpets ſound, and ſtrike up 

See, how his blood'doth with the gravy ſwim, 

And every trenchet has a linib'6f him ;, (deeper 

The Venſon's now in view, ourhounds ſpend 

Strange Dear,which inthe Paſty hath a keeper 

Strifter than in'the Park, making his gueſt 

(As he hath ſtolt?: alive )co ſteal it dreſt ! 

The ſcent was hotand we purſuing faſter, 


Then Ov1ds pack of Dogs &re chac'd their Ma-. 


A double prey at once-miay ſeize upon . (ſtets 
Atteon and his Caſe of Yeniſon : © © | 
Thus was he torn alive: to vex him worſe, 
Death ſervs him'up now as a ſecond courſe. _ 
Shovld weglikeT brac;anc,our dead bodies Eat, 
. Fe would haveliv'd onely to fave his meat. 
+ is A 
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A young Man to an Old Woman 


Courting him. 


Pe Beldame Eve, ſurceaſe thy, ſuit ; 
Ther's no temptation in ſuch fruit. 


No rotten Meddlers whilſt there be 
Whole Orchards in Virginity ! 
Thy ſtock is roo mach our of date 
For tender plants” inoculate. 


A match with thee, thy bridgroom fears 
Would be thoughrinterelt in his years. 
Which when compar'd with thine, become 


Odd mony to thy Grandom ſum, 
Can Wedlock know ſo great a curſe 
As pntting husbands out to Nurie ? 


How Pond and Rivers would miſtake, 


And cry new almanacks for our ſake? 


December meeting Faniveer. 


Tly Zpipeian Serpent figures time, 


Aud ftript,returns'unto his prime. 
If my affeRtion thou would'lt win, 
Firſt caſt thy Hieroglypick skin. 
My modern-lips know not ( alack 
The old Religion of chy ſmack ; 
] count that primitive embrace, 
As out of faſhion,as thy face, 
And yet fo long "as fince thy fall, 
Thy fornication's clafficall. 

C 3 


| Time ſure hath wheel'd abour this year, 


I 


Our 
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Our ſports will differ, thou may'ſt play 
Leeroand | Alphonſo way. 

Ym no tranſlatour have no vein 

To turn a woman young again : 
Unleſs you'l grant the Tailors due, 

To ſee the fore- bodies be new ; 

I love to wear clothes that are fluſh, 

- Not prefacing old rags with pluſh. 


Like Aldermen, and Monſter-Sheriffs, 


With canvas backs and velvet ſleevs. 
And jult ſuch diſcords there would be 
Betwixt the Skeleton and me. 

Go ftudy ſalve and treacle, ply 

Your tenants leg, or his ſoreeye ; 
Thos Matrons purchaſe credit, thank 
Six penny-worth of Mountebank. 

Or chew thy cud on ſome delight 
Thou takeſt in thy Zighty Eight. 

Or be but bed-rid once, and hen 
Thou'lt dream thy youthful fins agen: 
But if thou needs wilt be my Spole, . 
Firſt hearken and attend my vows. 
When Atna's fires ſhall undergo 

T he pennance of the Alps in [now : 
When Sol at one blait of his born 

Poſts from the Crab to Capricorn : 
When th' heavens ſhall ſouffle all in one, 
T he T orrid with the frozen Zane , 
When all theſe comradiftions meet, 


T hen (Sybil) thou and I will greet. 
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For all theſe ſmiles do hold 

In my young beat, and thy dull cold ; 
Then if a Feaver be ſo good 

A Pimp as to inflame thy blood. 

H _ ſhall rwiſt thee and thy page, 
The diſtin& Tropick of mans ape. 

Well (Madam Time) be ever bald, 

Tle not thy Periwig be call'd. 
Vie never beſtead of a lover, 
An aged Chronicles new cover. 


Wa _— _ — — 


_— _—— 


To Mrs. X. T. who askt him why 
he was Dumb.- 


gry ſhould I anſwer (Lady) then 

{n vain ſhould be your queſtion. 

Should 1 be dumb, why then again 

Your asKing me would be in-yain, 

SilenCc nor ſpeech ( on neither hand ) 

Can ſacisfie this ſtrange demand. 

Yer fince your will throws me upon 

This wiſhed contradiction, 

Pl tell you how 1 did become 

Lo ſtrangely (as you hear me) dumb, 
Ask bur the chap-fali'n Puritan, 

'Tis zeal that tongue-ties that gvod man z 

For heat of conſcience all men hold, 

Is the enly way to catch theic cold : 

C3 How 


hy. 
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How ſhould loves zealot then for bear 
To be your filenc'd Miniſter ? 

Nay, your Religion which doth grant 
A worſhip due to you my Saint, 

Yet counts it that devotion wrong 
That does it in the vulgar tongue. 
My ruder words would give offence 
To ſuch an hallow'd excellence : 

As the Engliſh dialet would vary. 
The goodneſs of an Ave Mary. 


How can I fpeak, that twice am chekt, 


By this and thar religious Sect ? 
Still dumb, and in your face ſpy 
Still cauſe, and {ti]l Divinity ! 
* As ſoon as bleſt with your ſalute, 
My manners-aupht me to be mute, 
For, leaſt they cancell all the bliſle, 
You {ign'd with ſo divinea kifſſe, * 
| Thelips you ſeal mult needs conſent 
Unto the tongues impriſonment. 
My tongue ih hold, my voice doth riſe 
* With a ltrange Ela to my eyes ' 
Where it gets hail, and inthat ſence 
Begins a new found Eloquence : 

Oh ! liften with atceative ſight 
To what my pracling eyes endite; 
Or ( Lady) fince its 1n your choice, 
To give, or to ſuſpend my voice, 
Wich che ſame key ſer ope the door 
Wherewith you lock it faſt before , 


Kiſſe 
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Kiſs once again, and when you thus ; 
Have doubly been miraculous, | 
My muſe ſhall write with hand maids duty, : / 
The Golden Legend of your beauty. | 


He, whom his dumbneſs now confines, ' - | 
But means to ſpeak the relt by ſigns. - *' -** 


—_— 
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A Fair Ny MyH ſcorning ablack_ - 
BorY Courting her. 


Nymph H and off and let metake the air, 
Why ſhould the ſmoke purſue thy 
- fair ? - ks. 
Boy; My face is ſmokry hence may be pgueſs'c- « , 
What flames within have ſcorch'd my breſt.  * 
Nymph. The flame of love 1 cannot view, 
For the dark Lanthorn of thy hue. 
Boy. And yet this Lanthorn keeps Loves taper, 

Surer than yours thats of white paper, 
Whatever midnighthath beerhere, 
The Moon-ſhine of your light can clear, 
Nymph. My Moon of an Eclipleis 'fraid, _ 

if chou ſhould interpoſe thy ſhade. 2.024 
Boy. Yet one thing ( Sweet-heart) | will ask, 
_ Buy for me anew falſ Mask. RED 
Nymph. Yes : but my bargain ſhall be this, 

Ple throw my Mask off when ] kiſs, 


C 4 Boy 
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Boy. Our cutl'd ithbraces fhall delight , 
To chequer liajbs with black and white: 
Nymph. Thy ink, my paper, make me gueſs. 
Our nuptial bed will make a preſs, 
And in our ſports if any came 
| They'i read a wanton Epigrame; | 
Boy. Why ſhould my black thy love impair ? 
Let the dark ſhop commend thy ware : 
--Orif thy love from black forbears, 
Vie ſtrive to waſh it off with tears. (needs 
N '7mph. Spare fruitleſs tears; fince thou muſt 
Still wear about thee mourning weeds : 
{ Tears can no more affeRtion win, 
\ Than waſh the £chiopian kin. 
&y;; - 6+ {1 
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A Dialogue between two ZEA LoTS 
wponthe &c. inthe OATH, © 


Tr Roger, from a Zealous piece of Freez, 

Rais'd £O a Vicar of the Children threes; 
Whoſe yearly Audit may by ſtri& account, 
To rwenty Nables and his vails amount, 
Fed on the common of the female charity, 
Until che Scatscan bring about their parity, 
Sq ſhotcen, that his Soul like to himſelf 
Walks but in 2eyps : this ſame Clergy Elf, 
Encountring with a brother of the Cloth, 
Fell preſently to cudpels with the Oath, 
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The Quarrel was, a ſtrange miſ-ſhapen Monſter 
&c. (God bleſs us) which they conſter 

The brand upon the buttock of the Bealt, 

The Dragons tail ti'd on a knor, a neaſt 

Of young Apocrypha's, the faſhion 

Of a new mental Reſervation: 

While Roger thus divides the text, the other 
Winks and expounds, ſaying, My pious brother 
Hearken with reverence; for the point is nice, 
ds | I never read on'c, but I faſted twice, 
it | And ſo by revelation know it better, 

Than all the learn'd Idolators o'th*Letter: 

With that he ſwell*d,' and fell upon the Theam, 
Like great Gol5ah with his weavers beam : 

I ſay to thee, &6c. thou li-!t, 

Thou art the curled lock of Antichriſt : 
Rubbiſh of Babel, for who will not ſay, 

$ | Tongues were confoundedin &c? 

Who ſwears &c. ſwears more oaths at once] 
Than Cerberus our of his triple ſconce : 

Who views it well, with the ſame eye beholds. 
The old half Serpent in his numerous folds. 
Accurſt, cc. thou, for now I ſcent, 

What lately the prodigions Oyſters meant. 

Oh Booker, Booker, how cam'ſt thou to lack 

T his fign in thy prophetick Almanack ? 
'It's the dark Vault, wherein the infernal plot 
Of Powder *gainſt the State was firſt begot, 
Peruſe the oath and ye ſhall ſoon deſcry it, 

By all the Father Gar»ersthatſtand by it , 

*Gainſt 
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Gainſt whom the Chorch,whereof I am aMem- 
Shall keep another fifch day of November. (ber, 
» Yethere's not all I cannot half uncruſs 
——&c. it's ſo abominous. | 

The T r0jas Nag was not fo fully lin'd ! 
Unrip &c. and you-ſhall find 
Og the great Commiſſary, and which is worſe, 
Th' Apparatour upon his$kew-bal'd horſe. 
Theg( finally my bahe of Grace) forbear, 
&&c. will be rea far to ſwear; + p 
Eor (*cs to ſpeak in a familiar tile) 
A York- ſhire mea-bit longer than a mile. 

Then Roger wag inſpir?d and by Gods-digpers 
He'l ſwear 1n'words at large, and not in figures, [T 
Now by this drink, which he takes off as loth T 


Toleave &c-in his liquid oath : N; 
His brother pledg*d hm, and chat bloody wine [1 
He ſwears ſhall ſeal the Synods Catalsne. St 
So they drynk on, not offering to part P- 


Till they bad.quite ſworn out tt? eleventh quart: | © 
| While all rhac ſaw and heard them, joyntly pray, | 5, 


They and their tribe were all &c. la 
57 EP ao2%, PELIEIEE 17 
SMECTYMNUuus, Orthe H 
CLuB-DIVINES. - 
Me&ymnyus the Goblin made me ſtart ? 4 
I. name of Rabbi Abrahaw,what arc? F 
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mriack? or Arabick.? or Welch ? what skilt ? 
> [4p all the Bricklayers that Babe! built! _ 
Some Conjurer tranſlate, and let me know ity 
T1ll then *cis fit for a Weſt-Saxon Poet. 

But do the brother-hood then play their prizes 
Like Mummers in Religion with diſgniſes ? 
Our brave us with a name in Rank and File, 
A name, which if *:were train'd would ſpread: a 
The Saints monopoly, the Zealots cluſter,(mile, 
Which like a Porcupine preſents a muſter, 
And ſhoots bis Quils at Biſhops and their Sees, 
A devout litter of younp Maccabees. 

T hus Jack of all trades hath devoutly ſhown 
The twelve Apoſtle on the cherry- ſtone, 
Thus faction's Al-a: Mode in treaſons faſhion 
Now we have hereſie by Complication. 
Like to Don 2 zzots Roſary of ſlaves. 

Strung on a chain, A Murnival of knaves.- 
Packtin a trick, like Gypſies when they ride, 
Or like Colleagues, which fit all on a fid : 

So the vain Satyriſts ſtand all a row , 
J As bollow teeth upon a Lute=ſtring ſhow. 
Th Italian Monſter pregnant with his Brother, 
Natures Dier;ſ6s, balf one another, | 
He, with;his little ſfides.man Lazaras, 
Muſt both give way unto Smetymnuns. 
Next Sturbridge Fair is Smecks ;, for lo his fide 
Ir.£o a fivefold Lazar's multiph'd 
Under each armthere's tuckt a double giſſaged ; 
Five faces lurk under one ſingle vizard, 
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——"The whore of Babyloy, left theſe brats behind, 
Heirs of confuſion by Gavelkina. 

I think Pythagoras's ſoul is rambl'd hither. - | 
With all che change ofRaiment on together : 
Smec is her general wardrobe,ſhe'le not dare 
Tothink of him, as of a thorough-fare : 

He ſtops the Gofliping Dame alone he is 

The purlew of a Metempſychoſes. 


Like a Scotch mark,where the more modeſt ſenſe 


Checks the loud phraſe and ſhrinks to x 3. pence: 
Like to an Tpnis fataus, whoſe flame, 


Though ſometimes tripartite, joyns in the ſame: 


Like to nine Taylors, who if rightly ſpel'd, 
Into one man are monoſyllabel'd, 
Short-handed zeal'in one hath cramped many, 
Like to the-Decalopue in a ſingle penny. 

See, ſee !-how cloſs the curs hunt under ſhzer, 
As if they. (peng in quire, and fcann'd their feer 
One Cure and five incumbents leapa truſs 
The title ſure muſt be litigious! | 
The Sadduces would raiſe a queſtion, | 
Who muſt be Sec at the RelurreGion. - - 
Who coop'd them up together were to blame, 


Had chey but wire-drawn, and ſpun out their 


name, 
*T would make another Prentices Petition 
Againſt the Biſhops and their ſuperſtition. 
Robſon and French(that count from five to five, 
As far as nature fingers did contr:ve, 


She ſaw they would be ſeflors, tha:*s the cauſe * 


She cleft her hoof into ſo many claws, ) May 
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May tire their carret-bunch, yet nwre agree 

To rate Smettymnuw for Pole-mony. 
Caligula, whole pride was mankinds bail, 

( As who disdain'd to murder by retail, ) 

Wiſhing the world had bur one general neck, 

His gluttcon blade might have found game in 

No eccho can improve the Author more (Sm. 


| Whoſe langs pay uſe on uſe to half a ſcore» 


No Fellon 1s more letter'd, though the brand 
Both ſuperſcribes his ſhoulder, and his hand. 


| Some Welchman were his Godfather, for he- 


Wearsin his name his Genealogy, (way, 
The Banes were ask,d, would but the time give 
Betwixt SemtFymnuns and Et catera. 

The Gueſts invited by a friendly ſummons, 
Should be the Convocation and the Commons 
The Prieſt co ty the Foxes tails together, 
Meoſely, or 8anftaclara, chooſe you whether. 
See, what an off-ſpring every one expeRs ! 
What ſtrange pluralities of men and iecs ? 

One ſayes he'l ger a Veltery, another 

Is for a Synod : Bet upon the mother :-. 

Faith ! cry St. George, let them go to'c and ſtickle, 
Whether a Conclave or a Conventicle. 

Thus might religions caterwaul and ſpight 
Which uſes to divorce might once unite. 

But their croſs fortunes interdict their trade, 
The Groom is Rampant, bug the Bride diſplaid. 
My task is done all my he-Goats are milkt? 
So many cards i*ch* tock, and yet be bilkt ? 


42 POEMS. 


I could by letters now untwiſt the rabble, 
Whip Smec from Conſtable, to Conſtable. 

Bur there I leave you to anocher drefling, 
Only kneel down & take your fathers bleffigg ; 
May the 2 uten Mother jultifie your fears, 
And ſtretch her Patent to your leather cars, 


_ The mixt-Afﬀembly; 


Lea-bitten Synod ! an Aſſembly brew'd 

Of Clerks and Elders, «4, like the rude 
Chaos of Presbit'ry, where Lay-men guid 
With the tame wool-pack Clergy by their fide. 
Who askt the Banes twixt theſe diſcolor'd mates 
A ſtranpe Groteſco this, the Church and States 
Moſtdivine tick-tack ina pie-bald crew, 
To ſerve as table-men of divers hue, 
She that conceiv'd an £thiopsau heir. 
By piRure, when the Parents both were fair, 
Ar ſightof you had born a dappled Son, 
You chequering her imagination. 
Had _— flock but ſeen you fit, che dams 
Had brought forth ſpeckled, and ring-ſtreaked 
Like an [mpropriators Motley kind, (lambs. 
Whoſe ſcarter coat is with a Caſſock lin'd. 
Like the Lay-thiefin a canonick weed, 
Sure of his Clergy e're he did the deed. 
Like Royſton Crowes, who are as( I may ſay ) 
Friers of both the orders, 6/ack and Grey 


J 3 


le. 
es 
es 


POEMS. - "- 
So mixt they are, one knows not whether's _ 
A Lair of Byrgeſs, or a Layre of Vicar. (thicket 
Have they uſurp'd what Reyal Fadab had ? 
And now muſt Levi too part ſtakes with Gad ? 
The Scepter and the Crofter are the crutches, 
Which if not truſted in their pious clutches, 
Will fail the cripple ſtate. And wer'r not pity 
But both ſhould ſerve the yard wand of theCity, 
That Tſaac might ſtroke his beard, and fir 
Judge of sig a4, and Elegerir. 
Oh charthey were inchalk and charcoal drawn 
The Miſcelany fatyr and'the fawn, 
And all the Adulteries of twiſted nature, 
But faintly repreſent this ridling feature, 
Whoſe members being nottallies,they'l not own 
Their fellows at their Reſurre&ion. (tory 
Strange ſcarlet Doctors theſe, rthey'l paſs in 
For ſinners half refin'd in purgartory, 
Or parboild Lobſters where there joyntly rules 
The fading fables,and the coming pgules , _ * 
The flea that Fa/faf damn'd, thus lewdly ſhows 
Tormented in the flames of Bardolphs Noſe : 
Like him that wore the Dialogue of Cloaks, 
This ſhoulder 7oh»-a- ftsr,that Fobn-a-nokes. 
Like Jews and Chriitians in a ſhip rogether, 
With an old neck-verſe to diſtinguiſh either ; 
Like their intended Diſcipline to boot 
Or wharſoe're hath neither head rior foot: : 
Such may their ſtript-ſtuff-hangings ſeem to be 
Sacriledge matcht with codpicce ſymony , 
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Be ſick and dream a little, yoa may then 
Phankie cheſe Linſie-woolſie Veſtry men. 

Forbear good Pembroock, be not over-daring 
Such company may chance to ſpoil thy ſwaring 
And theſe Dcum- Major oaths, of bulk unruly, 
May dwindleto a feeble By my traly. 

He that the Noble P5erc:es blood inherits, 

Will he ſtrike up a Hot-ſpxr of the ſpirits ? 
Hel fright the Obaazah out of tune, 

With his uncircumciſed A/gernes : 

A name ſo ſtubborn, *cisnot to be ſcan'd 

By him in Gath with the fix finger'd hand. 

See !they obey the Magick of my words: _ 
Prefto, they'r gone, and now the Houſe of Lords 
Looks like the wither'd face of an old hag 
But with three teeth like to a triple gag, 

A Jigs, a Jig, and in this antick dance 
Fielding and doxy Marſhall firſt advance, (brace 
Tw:iſs blows. the Scotch pipes, and the loving 
Puts on the traces and treads cinque: a- pace. 
ThenSayand Seal malt his old hamftrings ſupple 
And heand rumpled Palmer makes a couple, 
Palmer's a fruitful girle, if.he*] unfold her, 

The Midwife may tind work about her ſhoulder 
K1imbolton that rebellious Boaxerges, 
Maſt be content to ſaddle Doctor Barges : 
If Burges get a clap »:is nere the worſe, 
But the fifth time of his Compurgators. 
No! Bowls is coy, goad ſadneſs cannot dance; 
But in obedience to the Ordinance. a 
| | ere 
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Here Wharton whee!s; ahout,ti}| Mamping, Lidap 

Like the full moon,hath made his Lordſhip gidy 

Pym and the Members mult cheis giblers levy, 

T* incounter MadamSmec that ſingle Bevy 

If chey two truck copether it *twiil not be 

A Child-birth bur a Gaol-delivery. 

Thus every Gibeline hath got his Gaelph, 

Bur Se/dez he's a Galliard by himſelt, 

And well may be,there's more Drvines in him 

Thenin all this there Jewiſh Sanrdrim: 

Whoſe.Cannons in the forge ſha!l then bear date 

When Mule their Cofin Germans generate. 

Thus Moſes Law is violated now, 

The Ox andAſs go yok'd in the ſame plorph. 

Reſign thy Coach-boxT wiſe, Bro:k'sPreacher,he 

Would ſort the beaſts with more conformity. 

"m_ lenge earch makes but one Globe a Round» 
Bs; ” ;.. 

Is Glergy-lay, Parte-p.r=p4le compounded. 


The Kings Diſguiſe. 


A Nd why aTennantto this vile diſguiſe(eys? 
A Web who but ſees, blaſphems thee with his 
My twins of light within their penthouſe ſhrink, 
And hold it their Altlegiance now to wink. 

Oh ! for a ſtate diſtinton to arraisn 
Charles of high Trealon *gainlt my ſoveraign. 
Whar an uſurper to his Prince is wont, 
Cloyſter and ſhave him, he himſelf hath dor'c. 
| D His 
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His muffled feature ſpeaks him a reclufe | 
His ruins proves him a Relipious houſe. 
THe Sun hath mew'd his beams from off his lamp | | 
And Majeſty defac'd the Royal ſtamp. ) 
It's not enouph thy dipnities inthrall, —y 
But thou'lt tranſmute ic in thy ſhape and all?' * || 
As if thy blasks were of too faint a die, © _ Jr 
( 
| 
| 
a 
c 
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Without che tin&ure of Tautology. | } 
Flay an Zgyptian for his Caſlock skin. _ 
Spun of his countries darkneſs lin'twithit'' Þ 7 
With Presbyterian budpe,thar drowſie'trance, | 
The Synod fable, foggy ignorance: ©, ] 
Nor bodily, nor ghoſtly Negro could |. .. fy 
Rough-caſt thy figure ina ſadder mould: N 
This Privy-ehamber of thy ſhape would be \f 
Bur he Cloſe-mourner of thy Royalty': _ ft 
*T will break the circle of thy Jaylors foal: | N 
A pearl within a rugged oylters ſhell. V 
Heaven, which the Miniſter of thy Perſon owns, [© 
Will fine thee for Dilapidations; _ D 
H 
R 
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. Like to the martyr'd Abbeys courſet.dooth, 
Devoutly alter'd to a Pidgeon-room : 

Or like the Colledge by the Changeling rabble, JT 
Mancheſters Elves, transform'd into a ſtable. \ || 
Ocif there be a prophanation higher, 

Such is the ſacriledge of thine attire, ' ( one 
By which tart half depos'd : thou Fooklt Nike f 
Whoſe looks are under fequeſiration. © © + F 
Whoſe Renegado form,at the firit glance 

Shews like the lelf-denying Ordinance ; ' '- IP 
___.,___ Anpelſſ 
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Angel of light and darkneſs coo, | doubt, 
Itiſpir*d wirhin, and yer poflets'd without : : 
Majeſtick twi-lightin the ſtare of grace, 
Yet with an excommunicated face; _ - 
Charlz and his Mask are of a differentMant ; 
A Pſalm vf mercy in a miſcreant print. 
The Sun wears mid-niphr, day is beetle-brow-1 ; 
And lightning'is in Kelder ofa cloud, WEE 
Oh the accurit Stenoprapby of fate !' : 2-1? © 
The Princely Eagle ſhrunk into a Bat, +] 
What charm, wha: Magick vapour camitibe, 
That ſhrinks his rayes to-rhis Apoſtaſie ?''/ 
It is bar ſubcite film of tiffany air, | 
No cob- web wizzard, ſuch as Ladies wear; 
When they are veil'd on purpoſe to be feen; 
Doubling their luſtre by their vanquiſt»43Kreens 
Nor a falteſcabbard of a Princes rough + | 
Metal and three pid darkneſs, like the ſlough 
5, JOfanimpriſon'd flame : 'tis Faxx inprain, 
Dark-Lanthorn to our high Meridia 
Hell belcht che damp the: Warwick caſtle Vote 
Rang Britains Corten, fo our light went our, 
le, FThy viſageis nor legible, the letcers, 
* [Like a Lorusname writin phantaſtick fetters: 
loaths where a Switzer might be buried quick, 
ne Pure they would fitthe body Folinek. 
Ke Falſe beardenough co fit a Stages plor, 
For thac's thie ambuſh of their wit, God wor. 
Nay #+ bis propercies fo {trange appear, © 
T're not 1k” preſence,though the King be there. 
gel” EY A 
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A Lib:1l is his dreſs,,a garb uncouth, - 
Such asthe Hae andi Cry once purgid at mouth, 
Scribling aſſaſſinate, thy lines attelt.1 | 
An ear-mark dye;Cub'oi the Blatant beaſt, 
Whoſewraih befoteit isſyllabled for worle, 
Is blaſphemy unfledg'd,:;acallow corfe.t'5 c::1 © -. 
The Laplahders, when they would {cl a wind ' 
Wafting to hell, bag up thy phraſe, and hind 
It to the barque, which at the yotageend-': ; .} 
Shifts poop, and breeds:the Collick in. the bend, 
Bot T'eindt dub thee with aglorious Scar; +: * 
Nor fink3by skuller with a mawof Waru-i{ 5c 
The black mouthy'd $1-quis, andthis andering 
Both do-alike in piQtureexecute.' » 1: C fait, 
But ſins@ were all cal{'d; Papilts, why:not date' «/ 
DeyatipÞto the rags thus tonſecrare-? | 
As temple$-uſeto. have their Porcheswrovght; 
With:Spbynxes creazures of an antick.draught, 
And puzhng Pourtraitures, to ſhew tharehere( 
Riddles inhabited 3/ the: like is bere.../:: +./-5 {1 
Bur pardon Sir,:finceT preſume to be LEN 
Clerk of this Clolet:to your Majeſty ;' A 
Me thinks in this your dark myſterious dreſs. 
I ſee the Goſpel coucht in parables, -- 
Ar tay next view my pur-blind fancy ripes, 
Ard ſhews Religion in its dusky types. 

Such a Text-royalt; fo obſcure a ſhade, 
Was Salomon in Proverbs all array'd. l 
. Come all the brats of this expoundirg age, | 
To when the ſpirit isin pupillage ; | 5 ny 
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You that dama more then ever Sampſon ſlew, 
And with hisengine the ſame jaw-bone too : 
How is'c he ſcapes your inquifion free, 

Since bound op in the Bibles livery ? 
Hence Cabinet-intruders, Pick-locks hence, 
You that dim Jewels wich your Briſtol-lence : 

AndCharaRers, like Witches ſo torment, 

Till they confeſs a guilt, though innocent, 

Keyes for this Coffer you can never ger, 

None bur Sr, Perey ope's this Cabinet. 

This Cabinec, whoſe afpe&t would benight 

Critick ſpeRators with redundant light. 

A Prince moſt feen, is leaft: What Scriptures call 

The Revelation is moſt myſtical.. . 

Mount then thou (hadow-royal,and with haſt 
Advance thy morning-Star,Charls overcaſt. 
May thy firange journey contradittions twiſt, 
And force fair weather from a Scottiſh miſt , 
Heavens Confeffor's are pos'd, thoſe ſtar-ey'd 
To'interprer Eclips thus riding ſtages. ( ſages 
Thus 1/raet-like, he travels with a cloud, 

Both as a conduct to him and a ſhroud, 

But oh !he goes to Gibeon, and renews 


-JA league with mouldy bread and clouted ſhooes, 


TheRebell SCOT, 


| 'Qw/Providence land yet 4 Scottiſh crew 2 
L then Madam Nature wears black patches 
" c00 * D 2 What Aw 
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What ſbal] our Nation bein bondage thus, 

Unto a Land that truckles under us ?. : : 

Ring the bells backward, I am all on fire, 

Not all the buckets.in aCountrv Qvire 

Shall quench my rage. A poet ſhould be fear'd 
When angry, like a Comets flaming beard 

And where's the Stoick ? can his wrath appeaſe 
To ſee his country lick of P:ms diſeaſe, | 
By Scotch inralion to be made a prey, 

To fuch Fig Wiggin Mirmyaons as they ? (quote 
Butthar there's charmin verſe, I would not 
The name of Scot without an antidote, 

Unleſs my head were req, that I might brew 
Invention there, that might be poiton too. 
Were l a drowlte judge, whoſe diſmal note 


Diſgorgeth halters, as a Juglers throar 


Doch Ribbangs : could I (rn Sir Emp'rick's tone) 
Speak Pills in phraſe, and quack deſtruQtion: ' 
Or roar like Marfballthat Gexeve Bull, 

Hell and damnation a pulpit fult : 

Yet to expreſs a Scot to play tharprize.. 


| Not allchoſe month-Granadoes can ſuffice, 


Before a Scot can properly be curſt, _ :. 
I muſt (ike Hocgs,) ſwallow daggers firſt, 

Come keen Tambicks with your Badpers, feet, 
And Badger-Iike, bice till yonr teeth do meet. 
Help ye tart Satyriſts to imp my rage,” - - 
With all the Scorpions that ſhould whip this age. 
Seots are like Witches, do butwhet your pen, 


+ «#6$cracch cill the blood come, they'i:nothurt you 
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Now as the Martyrs were inforc'd totake 
The ſhapes of bealis like hypocrites at ſtake, 


| Vie bait my Scee ſo, yer:not cheat youreyes z 


A Scot within-a beaſt is no diſguiſe, 

No more let Tre/and brag, her harmleſs Nation 
Foſters no venom ſince the Scots Plantation : 
Nor can ours feign'd antiquity maintain , 

Since they came1in, England hath Wolves again. 
The Seot that kept che Tower might have ſhown 
(Within the grate of his own breit alone )) 

The Leopard and the Panther, and ingrolt 
Whar all, thoſe wild Collegiats had coſt 

The honelt high-ſhooes, in their yy fees, 
Firſt to the ſalvage Lawyer; next to theſe 

Nature kerſelf doch Scotch-men beaſts confeſs, 
Making their Country ſuch a wildernels : 

A Land that brings inqueſtion and ſuſpence 
Gods omni-preſence, bur charCharlscome thence 


' | Bur that Aſonrreſ7,and Crawferds loyal band 


Atton'd their (ins,and chriflned half the Land ; 
Nor is it all the Nation bath thele ſpors; 
There is a Church, as well as Kirk of Scots : 

As 10 a pifture where the ſquinting paint 
Shews fiends on this fide, and on that ſide Saint. 
He that ſaw Hell in's mellancholly dream, 


And inthe twi- light of his fancy's theam - 


Scar? d from his fins repented in a frighc, 


| Had be view'd Scotland, bad 'rurn'd Profelytes 
7]ALand, where one may pray with curſt intent, 


O may they never ſuffer baniſhmenc ! 
| D 4 Had 
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HadCainbinScor,God would have chang'd his 46 
Not forc*c him wander, but confin'd him home. 
Like Jews they ſpread,and as infection fly, 
As if the Devil had ubiquity. 
' Hence cis they live, at Rovers and defie 
This or chac place ; Rags of Geography. 
They'c Citizens o*ch* world, chey*r all in all, 
Scotland's a Nation Epidemicall. 'F 

And yetthey ramble, not to learnthe mode 
How co be dreſt or how to liſp abroad : 

To return knowing in the Spaniſh ſhrug, 

Or which of the Dutch States a double Jug 
Refembles molt, in belly, or in beard, 

( The Card by which the Mariners are ſteer*d ) 
NottheScots- Errant fight and fight to eat; (meat 
Their Oftrich-ſtsmachs make their ſwords their 
Nacure with'Scots, as Tooth-drawers hath dealt, 
Who uſe'to hang their teeth upon their belc, 
Yer, wonder nor ac this cheir happy choiſe , 
"The Serpencs fatal ftill ta Paradiſe. 

Sure Evrgland bath the Hemeroids, and theſe 
Onche North poſtbre of the patienc ſeize, 
L'ke.Leeches : thus they Phyſically thirſt 

After our blood, but iniche cure ſhall burſt. 

Let them not think to make us run o'ch ſcore, 
' To prchale villanapge as once before,” 

When anAQ palsd roftroke them an the head, 
Cali chem good SubjeRs; buy them Gingerbread 
Nor Gt 14, for ARs of grace, *us Steel muſt rame 
The ftutþ5ra Ser ; a Prince that would reclaim 


Rebel 
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Rebels by yielding, dottilike-him-(6r wotſe,) 7 


| Who ſadled his bwn+ack, co ſhame bibhoxſe; | 


Was it for this youlefr:your leaner-ſoil;- 
Thus to lard 1/rael with Exgyprs fporl? et) 
They are the Goſpels Lite-guard : but for them 
The Garriſon of new 3+, wfalem | 7] (cauſe 
What would the Brethren do ? the cauſe ! che 
Sack poſlers and the fundamental Laws! 

Lord ! what a goodly:ching is want of ſhirts ? 

How a Scotch-ltomack , and no meat converts ! 

They wanted food, and rayment ; ſorhey took 

Religion for their Seamtireſs, and their Cook, 

Unmask them well, their honours and eſtate, 

As well as con{cience are fophiſticate. 

Shrive bur their titles, and their money poize, 

A Lard & twenty pounds pronounc'd with noiſe 

When conltru'd, but for a plain Yeo-man gb, 

And a good fober two-pence, aud well fo. 

Hence then you proud Impoſtors, get you gon, 

You Hi&sin Gentry and devotion; ' 

You ſcandall to a [t6ck bf Verſe, a race 

Able to bring the Gibber in diſgrace, 

H yperbolus by ſuffering did traduce 

The Oltraciſm,'and ſham'd it out of uſe. 

The Indian, that Heaven; 4id forſwear, 

Becaule he heard the Spaniards were'there, 

Had he but known what Scots in Hell had been, 

He would 'EFra/mur ke have hung berween : 

My Mule hath 6one& voider for the nonce , 

I wrong the Devil thovuld I pick their bones. 
5g | Tha 
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That difhis his; for when the Score deceaſe, 

Heltike'their Nation, feeds-on Barnacles.. 
A Scot,when from the Gallow-tree got looſe, 
DropsintoS:yx,and tufns a Scotland-Gooſe. 


-- The Scots Apoſtaſie, 
911: +  JIU6EI* ff; 
St cometo this? what ſhall the cheeks of fame 
Streech*c, with the breadth of learned Lowdons 
._ "name, | 
Be flag d again ? and that great piece of ſence 
As rich in Loyalty as Eloquence, 
Brought to the Teſt, be found a trick of State ? 
Like Chymiſts tinures prov'd adulterate , 
The devil jure, ſuch language did atchieve, 
To cheatourunforewarned Grandam Eve, 
As this impoſtor found our, to beſor 
Th' experignc'd Eng/:/fþ to believe a Scot. 
Who reconcil'd the Covenants doubtful lence, 
The Commons argument,or the Cities pence? 
Or did you doubt. perſiſtence in one good 
Would ſpoil the fabrick of your brotherhood, 
ProjeQed firit.in fuch a forge of ſin, 
Was fit forthe grand devils hammering? 
Or was'c ambition that this damned fat 
© Shouldtell che world you know the (ins you aR? 
Fhe infamy this ſuper-treaſon brings, 
Blaſts.more than murders of your ſixty Kings, 
A crime; ſo black, as being advis'dly done, 
T hoſe hold with cheſe no-compecition. 
King! 
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| Kings -onely ſuffered then. , in this dottvlie. - 


Tt Aſſaſſination of Monarchy. Danna 
Beyond this fin no one ſtep can be: trod,;- 


«| If not 1 attempt depoſing of your God: » 


Oh were you ſo ingag'd, that we might fee 
Heavens angry lightning *bout yourears to flee, 
Till you were ſhriyel'd ro duſt & your:cold Land 
Parcht toa drovghe beyond the Lybran ſand! 
Bur *cis reſerv'd till Heaven > AG 
Be objects of an Epidemick curſe, ' ' 


Firſt, may your brechren, to-whoſe vilerends 


Your power hath bawded , ceaſe to [be : your 
friends; E001 
And prompted by the diate of their reaſon, 
Reproach the Traitors though they bug the Trea- 
And may their jealouſies encreaſe 8. breed,( ſion; 
Till they contine your (teps beyond the T weed. 
In forraign Nations may your loath'd name be 
Aſligmatizmp brand 6finfainy ; | 
Till forc'.1 by general hate, you ceaſe to rome 
The world, and for a plague to live at home: 
Ti!l you reſume your poverty and be 
Reducid to beg, where none can be ſo free 
To grant ; and may your ſcabby Land be all 
Tranſlated to a general Hoſpital. 
Ler not the Sun afford one gentle ray, q 
To give you comfort of a Summers day , 
Bur, as a guerdon for your traiterous war, 
Live cheriſh'd only by che Northern ſtar, 
No (tranger deign to viſit your rude coaſt, 
And be, to all buc baniſhr men, as loſt. And 
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Andſuch.inhightning ofthe inflitjon due; +: -- 
Let provok'd Princesſlend them altro'you. * 
Your Statew Chaos be,where not the'Law, 
Burt power, your lives and liberties may'awe. 
No Subje&t'mongſbyoukeep a quiet breſt, { beſt; 
But -cach man ftrive' through blood-to' be: the 
Till, for thofe miſeries'on us you've bronght, + 
By your ewn1word our juſt revenge bewtronght 
To fumupali——etyour Religion be, '' 
As your Allegiance, mask'd hypocriſte*: - 
Urnithzobba Churtthalbbe:compos'din duſt, | 
Perfumd wich Eperhires of poodrind juſfty 
He ſav'd, incenſed heaven may have forgor' 
T'afford-oneaRt of mercy;ro a' Sor; 
'Unteſs ghar Scor deny himſelf, and do 
( Whatslcaſterfar): renounce his Natios £00. 


” Rupettiſmus.” 


© Ebatl could butvote-my ſelf a Poet ! 
Ofor had the Legiſlative Knack to do ir! 
Or like the Doctors militant, could per 
Dub'd at adventures Verſer Bannerer !* 
Or had I Cacrs trick,co make my rimes 
Their o:»n Antipodey and track the times. 
Faces about, ſayes the Remonſtrant ſpirit, 
Allegiance is Malignant, Treaſon merit : 
Huntington colt that pos'd the ſage Recorder, 
Might, be a iturgeon aow, and pals by deg 7 , 
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Had I but EZings gifc.\ ( Uiat ſplay-mionth*'dbrb- 

ther ) GED 21d {0 ov IE Shad 
Thar declares one way, and yer means :anothed,; 
Could I but write a ſquint\ then (Sir)tong fitice 
You had been ſung, 1 yreat and glorionr Priget. 
lhadobſetv'd che language bfrhe dayes 4.) 1(? 
Blatpheny'd you, andthemperiwip'd the phraſe? 
With humble ſervice, and ſuch other Fuſtian, * /' 


' | Bells which rung backward. in this preatcombus - 


1 had reyild you, and without offence'': ( Nion. 
The Literal'avd Equitable Sence © | (do't. 


| Woulyg:-make it good; when all fails that: will 


Sure that diſtinction clefithe Devils foot, + 
T! 15 were wy dialeRt rabid yottrHighneſs pleaſe 
To read me buc with:RHetmew fpeRactezs 5 + 
Inte*pret Counter; 'whagwicoof rebems'dis tf \ / 
Libels are -commendation when reversd : 
Juſt as an Oprique glaſs contracts thefighe- ' !. 
At one end but whery turned, doth mottrplyyee. + + 
But youre inchanted,'Sirgyou'rexdoubtyree | | 
Fromthe great 'gnos; anddquibbingÞoerryt 2 
. Whom-neither Bibs; popinrettionpierces,; | / 
Proof even gainſt t' artillery of Verſes. :» . - 
Scrange/thattheMoſes cannot wound:yourMail; 
Ifnot their art, yerlet fNeirſex-prevai)ic'” ©!) 
Atthat known Le2gure where the:bonny Beſſes 
Supplid the bowſtrings with their twiſted trefſes 
Your ſpels could nerehave fencd you;ev'ryarow 
Had lancd your noble breſt &drunkthemarrow. 
For beauty like white-powder makes no noiſe, [ 
And yet the ſilent hypocritdeſtroys,) Then 
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Then'uſetheNuns of Helicon with pity; '- 
Left Whartex tell his Goſſips of the City, + 
Thar you kill womenscoq, nay maids and ſuck 
[The Gereral wants Militia 16 touch. 
Impotent:Eſſex, ts1t-not a ſhame, | 


Our Common-wealth; like to a 7 arki/6 Dames 
Should have an Emmgir Guardian ?: tray the be 


Makes fancy;bke xtermcies round womb, | | 
Unite albvalour;preſent; paſt, to come. * -. 


He'who the old Philoſopby:controuls.; > © 114+ 27 


That voted down plurality of ſouls -:} IJ Q0Y 160 
He breaths a-prand:Commirtee; all that were': 
The wonders.of their ape, conlict|ate here-- 1 4 
And as thetelder bſter, growth and ſence” 
(Souts-paramount. themſelves ).,in. nan com= 
Bur faculty-of Reaſons Q teen; no more (mence 
Are they..to-himz whowere complear betore; | 
Ingredientsof bis virtue.--Thread che behds 111 
Of-Cefars.a8ts;great Pompey, and the Spredsgo | 
And 93s zlixacelet-fit for Raperts handy2r':.. hb) 
By which thativaſt Triamvirat is fpand;'e20 io 
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Here, here isPalmeſtry;here you may read(bleed. 
How long the world ſhall live, and wherys fhall 
What ever man winds up, that R»pers Dath., 
For nature rais'd him of the Publique; Faith 
Pandora's brother to make up whoſe ſtore, : . 
The gods were fainto run npon the -{core;/,; 
Such as the PaintersBreye for YVenxs face,.; :.. 
hem aneye from 7ane,a lipfrom Graces: 1-,';/ 
Ler Tſaac and his Citts flay off the plate: .. 
Thar tips their Antlers for the calf of State ; - 
Let the zeal-twanging noſe that wants a sidge, 


7 ESnuffing devoutly, drop his filver bridge, 


Yes,” and the goſtip-ſpoon augment the-lum,, : | 


t Although poor Caleb loſe his Chriſtendame:.., - 


Rupert out-weighs that in his ſterling ſelf, -..: ; 
Which their ſelf want paies in commuting pelf, 
Pardon, great Sir, for that ignoble crew. (you, 
Gains, when made bankrupt inthe 'fcales with 
As he who in his CharaGRer of light _-;::.;4 ..;* 
Sti!'d it Gods ſhadow made.it far more hright - - 7 
By an Eclipſe ſo glorious light isdim;;41 -- } | 
And a bleck.nothing, wheri compar'd t&þim. -: 
So *tisi]]uftrious to be Raperrs foil > +: 7; 
Anda tittrophee to be made his ſpoil.  _ 

Fie pin my faith on the Diarnals fleeve 1; -.'' -- 
Hereafcerzand theGxi/&-HalCreed belieye(bears 
The Conqueſis which the Common- Council 
With their wide bſt-ning mouth from the great 
That ran a way in triumph : ſuch 8 foe -( Peers 
Gan make them viRtors 1n their overthrow, 

| Where 
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ere providence and-yalour meet in-one,, . ,-. 
kw poiz'd with gifcymſpetion, F 
Thattierevives.cheguarrel once again  -., 
Of the fouls rhrone, . whether ig heart orþrain: 
And leavsitadrawmmatch : whole fervor can 
Hatch him:whomNarure poach'd bur halfa man. 
His trumpet like the Angels at the Jaſt,',., * | 
Makes the ſoul riſe by, a miraculous blaſt, 
T'was the mount: Xthos carv'd'in ſhape of-man, . | 
( As rwas defin'd by.zh' Macedonian) .;.; 
Whoſe ripht hand ſhonkd a populqus Land con; 
The left{hould'be a chanels0 the Main ( rain; 
His ſpirit mighcimformeth? amphibious figure, 
Yetſtrait-laCc'd ſwears for a Dominion bigger ; , 
The rexfor of whoſe name'can gut of ſeven _ - I 
(like Falfaff:'s Buckram-men)make fly eleven Y 
/Fhas ſole grow rich by. breaking: Vipers thus 
By being ſlain, are made more numeroys. iT 
No wonder they*! confeſs no lols of men, 
For Rgpireknocks them till they gig agen. 
They fear:the gibjets of bis crain, they fear 
Even'the his Qog,chetiioun leg'd Cavalier: | 
He that devours the (craps-which Lunsford makey a 


Whoſe picture feeds upon accbild in {takes: - : 

Who,name'burChazls, be comes aloft for him, ſT; 
But holds up his Malignanc leg at Pyzp , iBEn 
*Gainſtwhom tivave ſeveral Articles in ſouſe, | jc | 
Firft that he barks againſt the ſence och*Houſe, Ty 
Reſolvd Delinquent , rothe Tower traight, Ny. 
Either to tb'Lions, or the Biſhops Grite 
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Next for his ceremonious wap o'cl rail, 
But there the ſiſterhood will be his bail, 
At leaſt the Counteſs will, L»ſt's Amſterdam, 
Thatletsin all Religions of the Game. 
Thirdly, he ſmeils inceſligence, thats better, 
And cheaper too than Piws, from his own letter, 
-| Who's doubly paid (fortune, or we the blinder ) 
I For making plots,and then for Fox the finder , 
» I Laſtly, he is a Devil without doubt : 
For when he would lie down, he wheels about ; 
Makes circles and is couchant in a ring, 
'S And therefore ſcore up one for conjuring. 
What canſt thou ſay, thou wretch ? O Quarter, 
Im but an inſtrumment,a mereS. Ar1hur(quartec 
If I muſt hung, O ler not our fates vary, 
Whoſe office 'tis a like to fetch and carry. 
No hopes of a reprieve the mutinous ſlip 
Thar ſtrung the Jeſvic, will diſpatch a cur. 
Were I] a Devil, as the Rebell fears, 
I ſee the Houſe would try me by my Peers, 
There, Fowlcr, there ! ah Fowler ! "it *(is noughr, 
| Whar e're the accuſers cry, they at a favic ; 
And Glyn and Aaynara liave no more to fay, 
'{ Then when the glorious Srrafford ſtood at Bay, 
Ms Thus Labels but annext to him we ſee, 
'FEnjoy a Copybold of ViRtory. 
S. Peters (haddow heal'd , Rypert is ſuch (much: 
'Twould find S. Peters work, yet wound as 
» Je gags their guns, defeats their dire intent, 
JThe cannons do but liſp aud complement. 
| E 
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Sure fove deſcended in a leaden ſhower 
To pet his Perſexs; hence the fatal power 
 Ofſhor is ſtrangled : bullets thus alli'd, 
Fear to commit an AQ of Parricide, 
Go on brave Prince, and make the world confeſs 
Thou art the greater world, and that theleſs , 
Scatter th*accumulative King, untruſs 
That five-fold fiend, the States SmetFymnuns ; 
Who place Religion in their. Vellam ears, 
As in their PhylaRters the Jews did theirs. 
England's a Paradiſe (and a modeſt word ) 
Since guarded by a Cherubs flaming ſword. 
Your name can ſcare an Atheiſt to his prayers ; 
And cure the Chin- cough better then the Bears. 
Old Shy! charms the Toth- ach with you : Narſe 7 
Makes you (till children, and the pond'rous curſe 
The clowns ſalute with, is deriv*d from you, Ef 
(Now Rupert take thee, Rogue,how doft thou ds | ) 
In fine, the name of Rypert thunders ſo, 
Kimboltoy's but a rumbling Wheel-barrow. 


Oh 
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Epitaph on the Earl of 2 
STRAFFORD. Jy 


Ere lies wiſe and valiant duſt, 

Huddled up *cwixt fit and juſt : The 
S$trafford, who was burried hence 
'Twixc treaſon and convenience. 
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He ſpent his cime here in a miſt, 

A Papift, yet a Calurnifſt ; 

His Prince's neareit joy and prief : 
He bad, yet wanted, all relief; 

The Prop and Ruine of the State, 
The peoples violent love and hate. 
One in extreams lov'd and abhor'd; 
Riddles lie here, and in a word, 
Here lies blood, and let it lie 
Speechleſs ftill, and never cry. 


A 


Epitaphium Thome Comitis 
Straffordii, &c. 


Þ **rge Cinis,tuumque,ſolus qui potis es,[cribeFpitaphiums 
Nequit Wentworthi 103 eſſe facundus vel Cims, | 
Effare Mirmor ; & quem cepifti comprebendere, 
Madte &- Exprimere. 
Candidius meretur urnay quam quod rubris 
Nototum eſt literts, Elogium, 
Arlas Regiminis Monarchict hic jacet laſſus : 
Secunda Orbis Britannica mtelligentza : 
Rex Politie && Prorex Hiberniz ; 
Straffordi1, & YVirturam Comes : 
Mens Jovis, Mercurii ingentum, & l:ngua Apollinis : 
Cut Anglia Hiberniam deburt, ſeipſum Hiberma 
Sydus Aquilonicum z quoſub rubicunda veſpera occadente, 
Nox ſumul & dies viſa et : dextroque oculo flevity 
I evoque letata eſt Anglia. . 
Theatrum Honoris, utemque $ cena calamitoſa Virtatis, 
Aforibus, morbo, morte, & invidias 
Nue ternis animoſa Regnis, non vicit ramen, ., ' 
Sed oppreſſit. ; 
| <2 Sic 
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Sic inclinrvit Heros ( non minus ) Caput 
Bellue ( vel ſic ) multorum Capitum, 
Merces [aroris Scotict, pretcr pecumas, 

\ Erubuit ut tetigit ſecurts, 

Similem quippe nunquam deguſtauit ſanguinem, © 
Monſtrumnnarro z fuit tam infeaſus Legibus, 
ut prius legem quam nata foret, violawt ; 

Hunc tamen non ſuftulit Lex. 
Verum neceſſitas, novhabens Legen, 
Abi naror, cetera memorabunt p ofteri, 


>» 
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On the Arch- Biſhop of 
CANTERBURY. 


Need no muſe to give my paſlion vent, 

He brews his rzars that ſtudies to lament. 
Nerle chymically weeps, ihar pious ram 
DitvlPd with art, is but the ſweat 0*h'* brain. 
Who ever ſob'd in numbers? can a groan 
Be quaver'4 out by fofc diviſion ? | 
sTis true for common formal Elegies, 
Not Baſhell; wells can match a Poets eyes : 
|n wanton water-works he?! tune his tears 
From a Genera ]ig vpto the ſphears. 


But when he mourr's at diſtance, weeps aloof, 


Now that the Conduit head is our own roof, 
Now that the fate is publik, we may call 

It Britains Velpers ; Englanads Funeral, 
Who hath a Pencil to expreſs the Saint, 

But he bath eyes too, waſhing off the paint? 


There 
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There is no learning, but what tears ſurround, 
Like to Seths Pillars in'the delige drown'd. 
There is no Church, Rehsioh 1s grown | 
From much oflare; thar ſhe's increa&'d to none : 
Like an Hydropick body full of Rheumes, 
Firſt ſwells into a bubble, then conſumes. 
The Law is dead, or caſt into a trance, 
And by a Law- douph'bak 'd, an Ordinance. 
The Lirargy, w hof: doom was voted next, 
Dy'd as a Comment uport him the Texr. 
Ther's nothing lives : life is, ſince he 1s gone, 
But a NoRurnal Lucubration- 
Thus have you ſeen deaths Inventory read; 
In the ſum total] Canterburie's dead. 
A ſight would make a Pagan to baptize” ' 
Himſelf a Convert in his bleeding eyes';' | 
Would thaw the rabb'e, that fierce beall of 'ours 
(That which Hyena like weeps and devours) 
Tears that flow brackiſh from their ſouls within, 
Not to repent, ber pickle up theif fin. | 
Mean time no fqualid grief his look defiles, 


| FHe guilds his ſadder fate with noble ſmiles: 


re 


Thus che worlds eye with reconciled {treats 
Shines in his ſhowers, as if he-wept his bears, / 
How conld ſucceſs ſuch villanies applaud ?' 

The State in-$rrafford fell, the Church m'Laxd 
The twins of pubdlick rape adjudg' d ro die, 

For treaſons they ſhogld a& by Prophecy. 

The facts were done before the Laws were made, 
The trump turn'd up after the game was plaid , 
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Be dull, great ſpirits, and forbear to climb, 
For worth is fin, and eminence a crime. . 

No Church- man can be innocent and high, 
'Tis height makes Grazthars ſteeple ſtand awry, 


On ?.W. A. B. of Tork. 


Ay,my young Sophiſter, what thinkſt of this ? 
Chimera real, Ergo falleris. 

The Lamb and Tyger, Fox and Gooſe agree, 
And here concorporate in one Prodipie. - 

Call an Harsſpex quickly : ler him get 

Sulphur and Torches, and a Lawrel wet 

To purifie the place, for ſure the harms 

This Monſter will produce, tranſcend his charms 
' Tis Natures Maſter-piece of error, this, 

And redee;ns whatever ſhe did amiſs 

Before, from wonder and reproach , this laſt 
Legitimateth all her by-blows paſt. 

Lo here a general Metropolitan, 

An Arch-prelatique Prezbyterian ; 

Behqld his pjous garb, Canonick face, 

A zealous Epiſcopo Maſtix Grace; (brother, 
A fair Blew-aprond Prieſt, a Lawn-ſleev'd 

One leg a Pulpit. holds, a cub the other. 

Lets give him a fic name now, if we can, 
And make th'Apoſtate once more Chriſtian. 
Protexs we cannot call him, he put on 

His change of ſhapes by a ſucceſſion ; 


S: 


Nor 
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Nor the Welch Weather-cock; for that we find, 
At once doth onely wait upon the wind: 

Theſe ſpeak him not, but if you'l name him 
Call him Reliy 305 Hermaphroaite. (right, 
His head i*th ſanRified mould is caſt, | 
Yet ſticks thiabominable Miter fait ; 

He ſtil] retains the Loraſpip and the Grace, 

And yet hath got a reverend Elders place, 

Such as mult needs be his, who did deviſe 

By crying alcars down to ſacrifice 

To private malice; where you might have ſeen 
His cgnſcience holocauſted to his ſpleen. 
Unbappy Church ! the Viper that did ſhare 
Thy greateſt honours, helps to make thee bare, 
And void of all thy dignittes and ſtore; 

Alas ! thine-own ſon proves the forreſt bore : 
And like the Dam-deſtroying Cuccow he, 
When the thick ſhell of his Welch pedigree, 

By thy warm foli*cing bounty did divide : 

And open, (traight thence ſprung forth parricide 
As if *cwas juſt revenge ſhould be diſpatcht 

In thee, by th*Monſter w® thy ſelf hadſt hatchr. 
Diſpair not though, in Wales there may be gor, 
As well as Lixcolaſhire an antidote, (head 
'Gainſt the foul'ſt venome he can ſpit, though's 
Were chang*d from ſubtle gray to poys'nous red 
Heaven with propitious eyes will look upon 


Oar party, now the curſed thing is gon , 


And chaltiſe Rebels, who nought elle did miſs 
To fill the meaſure of their fins, but his , 
E 4 Whoſe 
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Whoſe foul unapparallel'd apoſtaſie, 

Like to his ſacred charaRer ſhall te 
Indelible, when ages then of late 

More hapy grown with moſt impartial fate, 
A period co his dayes and times ſhall give, 
He by ſuch Ephitaphs as this ſhall live! ' 


—# wy 


' Here Yorks griat Metropolitan is laid, | 
Who Gods Aonointed 4nd his Church betraia, 


Mark Anthony. 


Hen as the Nightingale chanted her Veſ- 
pets, 
And the wild Forreſter couch*d on the ground, 
Venus invited me inthe evening whiſpers, | 
Unto a fragrant field with Roſes Crowyn'd: 
Where ſhe before had ſent, 
My wiſhes complement, 
Lato my hearts content, 
Plaid with me onthe green ; 
Never Mark Anthony 
Dallied more wontonly 
With the fair Egyptian Queen, 


Firſt on her cherry cheeks I mine eyes ſeated, 
T hence feax of ſurfeiting made me retire ; Ne 
: x 
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Next on h&r warmer lips, which when I taſted, 
My duller ſpirits made ative as fire 

Than we began to dart 

Each at anochers heart, 

Arrows that knew no ſmart : 

Sweet lips and ſmiles between, 


Never Mark, &c. 


5a. Wanting a glaſs to plate her amber treſles, 
| Which like a bracelet rich decked my arm, 
Gawdier than 7x0 wears, when as ſhe graces - 
7ove with embraces more ſtately than warm. --- 
Then did ſhe peep in mine | 
Eyes humour Chryſtaline ; 
I in her eyes was ſeen, ) 
eſ- As if we one had been, _ 
Never Mark, &c. 


Myſticall Grammar of amorous glances, 
Feeling of Pulſes the Phyſick of Love, 
Rhetorical courtings and Muſical dances 
Numbriog of kiſſes Arithmetick Prove, 
Eyes like Aſtronomy, 
Streight limb'd Geometrie : 
In her hearts ingeny 
Our wits are ſharp and keen, 
Never Marke Anthony 
Dallied more wantonly: 


With the fair Egyptian Queen, 
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The Authours Mock=Song to 
Mark Anthony. 


"KF # Hen as the Night-raven ſung Plato's 

I Mattrins : 

And Cerberus cried three Amensat an how! : 
When nighc-wandring Witches put on their pat- 
Mid- night as dark as their faces are foul: (tins, 

Then did the furies doom 

That the Night-mare was come ;, 
Such a miſ ſhapen Groom 

Pats down Sx. Pomfret clean. 

Never did Incubus 

Touch ſuch a filty Sus, 

As this foul Gypfie Quean. 


Firſt on her Goosberry cheeks I mine eyes blaſt- 
Thence fear of vomiting made meretire; (ed, 
Unto her blewer lips, which when 1 caſted, 
My ſpirits were duller than Dun inthe mire, 
But then her breath took place, 
Which went an Uſhers pace, 
And made way for her face ; 
You may gueſs what I mean. 
- Neverdid Incabas 
F Touch ſuch a filthy Sus, 
As this foul Gypſie Quean. 


Like Snakes ingendring were platted ber refls; 
Oclike ſlimy ſtreaks of ropy ale , 
; Ug- 
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Uglier then Envy wears,when ſhe confeſles 
Her head is Periwig'd with adders tail. 

Bur as ſoon as ſhe ſpake, 

| heard a barſh Mandrake ; 

Laugh not at my miſtake, 

Her bead is Epicene. 

Never did, &c. 


Myſtical Magick of conjuring wrincles, 
Feeling of pulſes, the Palmiſtry of Hags, 
Scolding out belches for Rhetorick, twincles 
With three teeth in her head like to three gags ; 

Rainbows about her eyes, 

And her noſe weatherwile : 

From them th!Almanack [ys 

Froſt, Pond and Rivers clean. 

Never did, &c. 


a_ 
—— 
. — 
5 [2 


 Howthe COMMENCEMENT 
grows new. 


T is no Cxrranto news Tundertake, (make: 
New teacher of the cown, 1 mean not to 
No New- England voyage my Muſe does intend, 
No new fleet, no bold fleet, nor bonyfleet ſend : 
Buc if you'l be pleas'd co hear but this dirty, 
Ple tell you ſome news as true and as witty ; 
And hoy the Commencement grows new. 


See 
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Sechow the Symony Doctors abound, 
All crouding to throw away fourty pound; 
| - (vapour, 

'They'l now in their wives ſtammel Petticoats 
Without any need of an'argument draper, 
Beholding go none; be neither beſeeches, 
This friend for Ven'ſon,nor t'other for ſpeeches, 

And ſothe Commencement grows new. 


Every twice a day teaching Gaffer 
Brings up his Eaſter book co chaffer, - 
Nay ſoine take degrees, who never had ſteeple 

| | (people 
Whoſe means like deprees, comes from places of 
I hey come to the fair, and at the firſt pluck 
The Toll-man Barnaby ſtrikes'um good luck. 

And ſo, &Cc. 


The Country Parſons they do not come up - 

On Tueſday night in their old Colledg co ſup, 

Their bellies and table- books equally full, 

The next Lecture dinner their notes forth to pul: 

How bravely the arger Profeſſor difputed, 

The Homilics urg'd and the ſchool-men confu- 
And ſo, &c. (ted! 


The Inceptor brings not his father, the clown, 
To laok with his mouth at his Grogoram gown, 


With like admiration to eat roaſted bief, 


Which invention-poyd his beyond Trent- belief 
Who ſhould he bur hear our Organs once ſound, 
Could ſcarce keep his hoof fromSalengersround, 
$- And ſo, &C, The 
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The Gentleman comes not to ſhew ns his ſatin, 


To look with ſome judgment at him that ſpeaks 


latin, | 
To be angry with him that makes not his cloaths, 
To anſwer,O Lord Sir, and talk play- book oaths 
And at the next Bear- baiting (full of his ſack ) 
To tell his Comrades our Diſciplin's ſlack, 

And ſo, &C. 


We have no Prevaricators wit, 

Ay marry Sir, when have you had any yet? 

Beſides no ſerious Oxford man comes, 

To cry down the uſe of Jefling and bums. 

Our ballad, believ'c, is no ſtranger than true, 

Mun Salter is ſober, and 7ack Martin too, 
And ſo the Commencement grows new. 


mma —# 


The Hue and Cry after Sir 
John Presbiter, 


T 7 Ih hair in CharaRers,and Logs in text , 
With a {play mouth, & a noſe circumflexs 

With a ſet ruffe or Musker- bore, that wears 
Like Cartrages,or linnen bandileers, 
Exhauſted of their ſulphurous contents, 
In Pulpit fire- works, which that Bomball vents, 
The Negative and Covenanting Oath, ' 
Like two Muſtachoes, iſſuing from his mouth : 
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Th-3Mh upon his chin ( like a carv'd ſtory, - 
7 2 90x #not) cut by the Direttory : 
Mauvains "'or:feſſion hanging at his ear, (Where : 
W-re-drau'n through all the queſtions, How and 
Each crcumitance fo in the hearing felt, (gelt 
That wben his ears are cropt hee'l count them 
Tie weeping Catlock ſcar'd into a Jump, 
A ſign the Presbyrer's worn to the ſtump : 
The Presby erchough charm'd againſt miſchance 
Wu the Diveze right of an Ordinance. 
If you mret any that do thus attire'ms, 
Step them, they are the tribe of Adoniram. 
What zealuus frenzie did the Sexate ſeize, 
To tare the Rotchet to ſuch rags as theſe ? 
Epi/copacy minc'd, reforming T weed 
Hath tenr us Rents,even of her Churches breed, 
Lay-interlining Clergy, a device ( Lice, 
That's nicx-name to the ſtuff call'd Tops and 
The beaſt at wrong end branded, you may trace 
The Devils foor-ſteps in his cloven face. 
A face of ſeveral pariſhes and ſorts, 
Like to a Sergeant ſhav'd at Inn's of Courts. 
What mean cheſe Elders elſe, thoſe Kirk Dra- 
Made up of Ears & Rsffs like Ducatcons, (goons 
That Hierarchy of Handicrafts begun, 
Thoſe new Exchange men of Religion? Court 
Sure they*c the Antickbeads, which placd with- 
The Church, do gape and diſembogue a ſpout : 
Like them above the Commons houſe have been 
So loog without, now both are-gotcen in ok 
en 
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Then, what imperious in the Biſhop ſounds, 
The ſame the Scots Executor rebounds. 
This ſtating Prelacy, the Claſſick rout, 
That ſpake it often, ere it ſpake it out ; 
So by an Abbies Sceleton of late, 
T heard an Eccbo ſmpererogate | 
T brough imperfeftion, aud the voice reſtore, 
As if ſhe had the hiccop o're and ore, 
Since they our mixt Dioceſans combine 
Thus to ride double in their Diſcipline, 
T hat Pauls fall to the Conſiſtory call 
A Dean and Chapter oxt of Weavers-Hall ; 
Each at the Ordinance for to aſſiſt 
With the five thumbs of his groat-changing fe. 
Down Pragon-Synod with thy motly ware, 
Whilft we do ſwagger for the Common:-Prayer, 
T hat Dove-like Embaſie, that wings our ſenſe 
To heavens gate in ſhape of innocence. 
Pray for the Miter'd Authors, and at fie 
Theſe Demicaſters of Divinity. 
For where $ir John with Jack of all trades joyns, 


_ His finger's thicker than the Prelats Loyns. 


The Antiplatonick. 


"pe ſhame, thou everlaſting Woer, 
Still ſaying grace, and never falling to her ! 
Love thar's in contemplation plac't, 
Is Vezxs drawn but to the waſt.. 


Unleſs 
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Unkeſs your flame confeſs it's gender, B 
And your parley cauſe ſurrender, A 
Yeare Salamanders of a cold deſire, 

Thar live untoucht amid the hotteſt fire. T 


Vi 
What thongh ſhe be a Dame of ſtone, T 
The Widow of Pigmalzor , In 
As hard and as relenting ſhee Li 
As the new-cruſted Nzobe, | Sl 
Or what doth more of Stature carry, L 
A Nun of the Platonick Quarry ? 


Love melts the rigour , which the Rocks hawe... 


A Flint will break upon a Feather- bed ( bred, - 


For ſhame you pretty Female Elves, 
Ceaſe for to candy up yourſelves - 

No more, you ſeftaries of the game, 
No more of your calcining flame. 
Women commence by Cxpids Dart, 

As a King hunting dubs a Hart : 
Loves votaries in thrall each others ſoul 
Ti!l both of them live but upon Parol. 


Vertues no ſs more in Woman-kind 
But the Green fickneſs of the mind, 
Philoſophy ther new delight, 

A kind of Char-coal apperite ; 

There ts no Sophiſry prevails. 
Where all convincing love aſlails, 


But 


od. Since loves Artillery then checks 
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Bat the diſputing perricoat will wrap, _ 
As $illfult gameſters are to ſeek at ſharp. 


The ſouldier that man of iron } 


Whom ribs of Horror all inviron ; 


That's firung with Wire, inſtead of Veins, 
Is whole imbraces your: in chainss 

Let a Magnetick girl appear, , 
Straight be turns C#p34s Curialier. | 
Love ſtorms his lips, and takes the. Fortreſsin, 
?or all the briſled turn: pikes of his chin. 


he brea(t works of the firmelt ſex; 
Come lets in sffeCtions rivi, 
tyare (ickly pleaſures keep a Diet 2 
ive mea laver bold and free, ; 
ot Eunucht with formalicy: - j 
ike an Embaſſador thai beds a (Queen 
it the nice caution of a ſxord berween. | 


An Elegie upon DoRtor Chaderton, the firſt Ma- 
ſter of: Emanxel Colledge in Cambridge, being 


above an hundred years old when he died. 


Occafioned by his long deferred FUNERAL, 


P Ardon (dear Saint) that we ſo late 
With lazy ſighs bemoan thy fate; 
And with an after-ſhower of verſe, 
And tears, we thus bedew thy herſe : 
Till now{alas) we did not weep, 
Becauſe we thought thou did(t but ſleep : 
Thou liv*(t ſo long, wedid not know 
Whether thou couldſt now die or no: 
We look'l till, whenthou ſhouldſtarile, 
And*ope the caſements 6f thine eyes : / 
Thy feec, which bave been us'd ſolorg 
To walk, we thought muſt ſtill po on ; 
Thine ears after an hundred year, 
Might now plead cnſtom for to hear : 
Upon thy head that reverend ſnow 
Did dwell ſome fifty years ago, 
And then thy cheeks did ſeem to have 
The ſad reſemblance of a grave. 
Wert thou ere young !-for truth | hold, 
And do believe thou wert born old; 
There's none alive Þme ſure can ſay 


They knew thee young, but always gray : 


And doit thou now, venerable Oak, 
Decline at deaths unhappy ſiroke? 


Tell 
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x- | Tell me (dear Son) why didſt thou die, - 

g | Andleav's co write an Elegy ? | 
We're young (alas) and know thee not, - 

| '| Send up old Abraham and prave Lot, 

C. | Letthem write thine Epitaph, and tell 

' | The world thy worth, they kend thee well : 
When they w:re boys they heard thee gireach, 
And thought an Angel did them teach. 

Awake them then, and let them come, 

And ſcore thy vertues on thy tomb, 
That we at thoſe may wonder more, 
Than at thy many years belore, 


MARIES SPIKENARD. 


Hall I preſume 

- Without Per fare 
My C%rift to meet 
That is all ſweet ? 


No, Vie make moſt pleaſant poſies, 
Catch the breath of xew blown Roſes , 
Top the pretty merry flowers, 

Which /augh in the faireſt Bowers, 
Whoſe ſwetrneſs Heaven hkes ſo well, 
It foops each morn to take a ſmell, 
Then le fetch from the Phenix neſt 
The richeſt Spices, and the beſt, 


ell F 2 Prec « 


8 
8© POEMS. 


Precious Ointments | will make, © 
Holy Myrrhe and Alors take , 
Yea, coſtly ſpth-nard, in whoſe ſmell 
$weetueſs of all Odours dwell. 
Ile geta box to keep it in, 
Pure as'his alablaſter 5kin , 
And then to him Vle nimbly fly 
Before one fckly minnte die-: 
This box Vie break, and on his head, 
This precious Ointment will I ſpread, 
Till ev'ry lock, and ev'ry hair 
For ſweetneſs with his breath compare : 
But ſure che odour of his skin 
Smells ſweeter than the ſpice I bring. 
Then with bended knee Ie greet / 
His holy and beloved feet ; 
I'le waſhthem with a weeping eye, 
And then my lips (hall ki's them dry x * 
Or for a towel he ſhall have 
My hair, ſuch flax as nature pave. 
But if my wahron locks be bold, 
And on thy lacred feet rakes hold, 
And curle themſelves about, as though 
They were loth for to let thee go, 
O-chid them not, and bid away, _ 
For then for grief they will grow gray. 


« 4 
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CHRONOSTIC.ON 


Decollationis Ca RroL1 Regis triceſt- 
mo diefa»uarii,fecunda hora Pomeridiana 
Anno Dom. MDCYXLVIIL 
Ter Deno lanl Labens ReX SoLe CaDente 
CatoLVs eXViVs SoLlo SCeptroqVe ScCVre, 
"HARLES— ab forbear,forbear ! leſt Mor- 
| rals prize / 
His name too dearly and [dolatrize 
H's Name! Our Loſs ! Thrice curſed and forlorn 
Be that Black night,which uſher'd in this Morn, 


— 


CHARLES our Dread Soveraign ! —hold! leſt 
 Out-Lawed ſenſe, 

' Bribe, and ſeduce tame Reaſon to diſpenſe 

With thoſe Celeſtial powers, and diſtruſt 

Heav*ncan behold ſuch treaſcn and prove Juit, 


CHARLES our Dread Soveraign's murther'd / 
tremble ! and ( Land, 
View what Convulſions ſhoulder-ſhake this 
Courc,City,Country,nay three Kingdoms run 
To their lalt ſtage, and fer with him their Sun. 


CHARLES our Dread Soveraipn's murther'd at 

y His Gate / 

| Fell Fiends !dire Hygra's of a Stiff neck'd-State! 
F 3 Strange 
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Strange Body: politick (whoſe Members ſpread, 


And, Monſter-like , ſwell bigger then their 
HEAD. [OAAZ THEMED 


CHARLES of Great Britan! He! who was 
the known | 

King of three Realms lies murther'd in his own, 

He! He! who liv'd, and Faith's Defender ſtood, 

Dy'd here to Re-Baptize it in his blood. 


No more, no more, Fam's Trump ſhall Eccha at 

The reſt in dreadtul Thunder, Such a Fall 

Great Chriſtendom ne'ce pattern'd , and t'was 
ſtrange | 

Earth» Center reel'd not at this diſmal Change. 


The blow firuck Britain blind, each well. ſet 

By diſlocation was loptoffin H[M, (Limb 
Andthough ſhe live's, ſhe live's bur to condole 
Three Bleeding Bodies left without a Soul. 


Religion put's on Black, ſad Loyalty # 

Bluſhes and mourns to ſee bright Majeſty 

Butcher'd by fuch *ſſaflinates; nay both 

—_ God, *gainit Law, Allegiance, and their 
Oath. 


Farewell ſad Ile! Farewell ! thy fatal Glory 
I5 Suq/d,Cal up,and Cancell'd in this Story. 


AN 
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AN ELEGIE. 
Upon King CHARLES the Firſt, murthered 
publickly by His Subjefts. 


Ere not my Faith boy'd up by ſacred blood, 
It might be drow»'d 1n this prodigious flood, 


Which reaſons bigheſt ground doth fo exceed, 


It leaves my /o#1 no Anct':age, but my Creed, 

Where my Faith reſting on th'Original 

Supports it ſelf in this the Cops:s fall ; 

So while my Faith floats on that Bloody wood, 

My reaſon's caſt away in this Red: flood, 

Which ne're o'reflows us all; Thote ſhowers paſt 

Made but Land-floods, which did ſome vallies 

This ſtroke hach cur the only neck of land (waſt : 

Which between us, and this Red-ſea did ſtand , 

That covers now our world, which curſed lies 

At once with two of Egypts prodipies ; 

O're calt with darkneſs, & with blood o*ce-run 

And jultly,tince our heats have theirs out done 

Tt inchanter led them to a leſs known ill, 

To a& his fin, then 'cwas their King to kill : 

Which crime hath widpwed our whole Nation, 

Voided all Forms, left bur Privation 

In Church and State, inverting ev*cy right, 

Brought in Hells Stace of fire without light; 

No wonder then, if all good eyes look red, 

Waſhing their Loyal hearts from blood ſo ſhed ; 
F 4 | The 


8 POEMS. | 
The which deſerves each pore ſhould turnan | | 
To weep eut, everabloudy Agony, (eye, || 1 
Lec nought.then paſs for Mich bur ſad cries, | 
For beauty bloodleſs cheeks,ard blood-ſhot eyes. || } 
All colovrs ſoil bur þlack, all odours have 
11! ſcent but Ayrrbe, inceny'd upon this Grave : 
It notes a Few, not to believe us much, 
The cleaner made by a religious touch 
Or their d:a1 body, whom co judge to dy, 
Seems the Judaica] impiety. 
To ki!l che Kingche Spirir Legion paints 
His rage with Law, the Temple and the Saints, | 
Bur the truth is, be fear*d and did repine, 
To be caſt out,and back into the Swine : 
And the cafe holds, in thar'the Spiric bends 
Ej- malice in this AR againſt his ends : 
F'5r it i5 like the ſooner he*l be ſent 
Our of chac body he would ſtill corment : 
Ler Chriftians then uſe otherwiſe this blood, 
Deteſt the Act, yet turn it to theirgood; 
Thinking how like a Ktng of death he dies ; 
Weeaſily may the world and death deſpile : 
Death had no iting for him, and its fharparm, 
Only of all the troop, meant him no harm, 
Andfo he look'd upon the Axas one 
Weapon yet left, to guard him to his Throne , 
In his great name then may his ſubzeRs cry. 
Death thon art ſ\vallowed wp in Viftory. 
If chis our loſs « comforc can admit, | 
?Tis that his narrowed Crown is grown unfit 


Far 
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For his enlarged Head ſince his diſtreſs 
Had greatned this,as it made thac the leſs; 
His Crows was faln unto roo low a thing 
For him, who was becom ſo great King : 
So the ſame hands inchron'd him tn that Crows 
They had exalted from himgnot pull'd down : 
And thus Gods truth by them bath rendered 
more 
Than e're mans falshood promiſed to reſtore, 
Which (ince by death alone he could attain, 
Was yet exempt from weaknels, and from pain ;. 
Death was enjoyn'd by God, to touch apart, 
Might make his pafſige quick ne'r move his 
cart. 

Which ev'n expiripg was ſo far from death, 

It ſeem'd but ro command away his breath. 

And thus his Sex, of this hec triumph proud, 
Broke, like a flaſh of lightning , through the 

cloud 

Of fleſh and blood ; and from the higheſt line 
Of humane verrue, paſs'd to be divine : 

Nor is'c much leſs his vertues to relate, 

Than the high glories of his preſent ſtate , 

Since both then pals all as bur of belief, 
Silence may praiſe the one, the other grief. - 
And ſince, upon the Diamond, no lels 

Than Diamonds, will ſerve us to impreſs, 

Vile onely wiſh chat for bis Elegie, 

This our oſcar had 3 Ferepric, 


AN 
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AN ELEGIE. 
| 'T he beſt of Men 
= O# 


T he merkeſt of Martyrs, 
CHARLES the. I &c. 


'Oes not the Sun call in his light ; and day 
Cike arhin exhalation melt away ? | 
Boch wrapping up their Beams in Clouds to be 
Themſelves cloſe mourners at the Obſequie 
Of this great. Monarch? 'does his Royal Blood, 
Which th'Earth late drunk in ſo profuſe: a flood 
Not ſhoot through her.affrighrned womb,and 
All her convulſed Arteries to ſhake, (make 
So long, till all choſe hinges char ſuſtain, _ . 
Like Nerves, the frame of nature, ſhrink again 
Into a ſhuffled Chaos ? Does the Sun 
Nat ſuck'it from its liquid Manſion, - D 
And Scill it into vap'rous Clouds, which may 
Themſelves in bearded Meteors diſplay, 
Whoſe ſhaggy and diſheveld beams may be 
The tapers at this black ſolemantie? 
You Seed of Marble in the Womb accurſt, 
Rock'd by ſome ſtorm, or by ſome Tigreſs nurſt, 
Fed by ſome Plague, which in blind miſts was 
To ſtrew infe&ion on the tainted World (harld 
What fury charm'd your hands to AR a'deed, 
Tyrants to think on wouldinot weep, but bleed 
And Racks by inſtin@ ſo reſent this FaR, 
They'ld into Springs of eaſie tears be ſlack'd. F. 
ay 
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Say ſons of tumults, ſince you think it good 
Still co kgep up (he Frade, and Bath in Blood 


Your guiity hands,why did you then not ſtate 
Your {laughters at ſome cheap & common rate ? 
Your gluctonous and laviſh Biades might have 


Nevored Myriads to one puiblick Grave, 


And lop'd off thouſands of ſome baſe atlay, 


Whillit the ſame Sexcon that inter'd their clay, 
In the ſame Urn their names roo mighr intomb : 
But when on him you fixe your fatall Doom, 
You gave a blow co Nature, ſince even all_ 

The ſtock of man now bleeds too in his fall. 
Could not Religion, which you oft have made 
A ſpecious gloſs your black —_ ro ſhade, 
Teach you, rhat we come nearelt Heaven when 
Are ſuppled into aRts of Clemency ? (we 
And copy out the Deity agen, 

When we diſtil our mercies upon men ? 

But why do I deplore this ruine? He 

Onely ſhook off his frail Humanity ; 

And with ſuch calmneſs fell, he ſeem'd co be 
Even leſs unmorv'd and unconcern'd than we , 
And forc'd us from our Throws of Grief to lays 
We onely died, he onely liv'd that Day: 

Sg that his Tomb is now his Throne become 
Tiinvelt him'with the Crown of Martyrdome : 


And death the ſhade of nature did not ſhroud 


His Soul in Miſts, bur its clear Beams uncloud, 
That who a Star in our Meridian (hone, 
In Heaven might ſhine a Conſtellation. 


Upon 
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| u the Death of CHaktEs 
ml the Firſt, 


Reat ! Good ! and Juſt ! could I but rate 
My griefs, and chy too rigid fate, 
I'd weep the world to ſuch a ſtrain, 
As it ſhould Deluge once apain. 
But fince thy loud tongu'd-blood demands ſup» 
| lies, —=Y 
| Made from Briarexs hands, than Argus eyes, 
Vie ſing the Obſequies with Trumper ſounds, 
And write thy Epitaph with Blood and Wounds. 


HMHONTROSE. 


Written with the point of his Sword. 
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-ADDITIONS 

© JE OO TEL 
The Publick Faith. 


Tand off wy Maſters : 'Tis your-pence a 
Pieces 45 | 
Zaſon, Meaea, and the golden fleece , 
Whar fide the line good Sir? Tigris, or Fo? 
Lybia ? fapan Whisk 2 or T raainkiido ? 
Ste. Kits ? St. Omer ? on St: Margarets Bay ? 
Preſto begon ? or come aloft 7 what way ? 
Double ?orKnap? the Cog ? low Dice ? 0 
high ? | | 
By ali the hard names in the Lerany, 
Beil, Book, and Card'e, ard the Popes great roe 
I conjure thy account : Devil ſay no. 
Nay ſince I muſt uatruſs Gallants look to, 
Keep your prodigious diſtance forty foor, 
This is that Beaſt of e3es in th* Revelations, 
The Baſilisk bas twiſted up three Nations. 
Pontexs, Hixins aoxivs, full of tricks, 
* The Lottery of vulgar Lunaticks, 
The Knapſackot your State,the thing you wiſh, 
Magog and Gog ſtew'd ina chaffendiſh. 
Abag of ſpoons and whiſtles wherein, men 
May whiſtle when they ſee their plate agen. 
Thus 
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Thus far bis Infancy : His wg age. 
R oſore niyſterious fglis pige /. 
Sy me ſoaks him Ppetfe@,* and ig 
it 
rf 422c kim longer in a cloſe Committee, * 
The i ply peep ibeqod:hh pretty Fool 
Can wag wichour a truckſing ſtanding-ſfool , 
Revenge his Mother's infamy and ſwear | 
Hee's the fair off-ſpring of one half-ſcore - 
year; Shan; a.” 
The Heir of-the'Houſfe and bopes, the cry. 
And worider of the Peoples tniſery. 
"Tis true, while as a Puppy it could play 
For thimbles, avy thing to paſs the day; + ** 
Bur now the:Cub can count, arithmetize, 
Clinck M{4ſerello with the Dake of Griſe ; 
Sign for an 1riſs parchaſe, and traduce 
The $yod from their Do6Rrine to theit Uſe, 
Give tes Dm ſuck, and in a hidden way .. ' 
Drink up arrears « terp7 mantica. _ 
An everhaſting Bale, Hell mtrunk- hoſe 
Lncaſed, the Divei's Dox 2 nt xot in proſe. - ** 
_ Beal} and che falſe Prophet tuin'd foge- 
er, 1: \ oP 
The ſquint-eyed emblem: of all forts of wea- 
ther. | Slaigive, wok 
The refuſe of har Chaos of the earch,” - 
Able co give the world a fecond birth : 
Africk avaunt ! thy trifling monſters glance 
But Sheep-eyed to this Penpt Ignorance. __ 
at 
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That'all the prodigies brought forth befare,,. | 
Are bur Dame Natures blu(h.left on the;{core, / 
This firings the Bakers dozen, chriſters ajl- , | 
The croſs>leg'd hours of time ſince Adam's fall. 
"The publick faith ? why is a word of kin, 
A Nephew that dares. Cozen any ſto - / 514 
A term of Art, great Behemoth*s younger. Bro- 
ther, 466 | e971 
Old Machiavel and balf a thouſand other 
Which when ſubſcrit-d writes Legion, names 
on Truſs, | 
Abaaaon, Belzebub, and. Incubus, 
All the Viee-Rojes of darkneſs, every ſpell . 
And Fiend wrap'd in a ſhort Trifſyllable: ; 
Bur I fore-ſtall the ſbow. Enter and-{ee, 
Salute the Door, your. E x:t ſhall be free. 
In brief "tis calPd Relig1ons eaſe, or loſe, 
For no one's ſuffered here to bear his croſs. 


A Lenten L erany. 


Compoſed for a con fiding Brother fer the bem fie 
and edification of the faithful Ones, 


Rom villany dreſt in the doublet of zeal, 
From three Kingdoms bak'd in one Com- 
mon-weal, 
From a gleek of Lord Keepers of one poor Seal, 
Libera B0g, Ec. 
From: 
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From a Chancery-wric, and a whip and a bell, 
From a Jaſtice of peace that never conld ſpell, 
From Collonel Prideand the Vicav of Hell. 

| Libera nos, &C 


— ne” TP" 


From Neart's feet withont ſocks, and theee- "PE 
ny-Pies. 
From a new ſprung liphe, that will put out ones 
eyes, 
From Goldſmiths hall, the Devil, and Excize \. || | 
L ibera nos, &c. 


From two hours talk , without one word of | F 
ſence, 1 þ 
From liberty {till in the futvre tenſe; 
From a Parliam 'ent long- walted conſcience, F 
Libera nos, &&c. 


From a Coppid crown' Tenant prick'd ep by a 
Brother, _ --. F 
From damnabl= members and firs of the morher, | F 

; Fromears like Oz fters that giinat each other 
Libera nos, &c. || f 


From a Preacher in-buff, and a quarter-ſtaff- 
ſteeple, 

From th* untimited ſoveraign power of tlie |" 
People; | 

From a Kingdom that crawls 0n its knees like a | 
Gn. ; Libera nos, &c. 

From 
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From a vinegar Prieſt on a Crab-tree ſtock, 

From a foddering of prayer four hours by the 
Clock, | | | 

2 | Froma boly Siſter wich a pitifull Smock, 

Libera nos, &c, 


From a hungerſtarv'd Sequeſtrators maw, 

es | From Revelations and viſions that never man 
1 ſaw, | . 

| From Religion without either Goſpel or Law, 
* wr Libera nos, &c, 


of | From the Nick and Froth of a penny pot-houſe, 
From the Fidle and Crols, anda great Scorch 
Louſe, | 
From Committees that chop up a man like a 
e. Moule, 
Libera nos, &c. 


From broken ſhins and che blood of a Martyr, 

r, | From the ticles of Lords and Knights of the 
Garter, 

c. | From the-teech of Mad-dogs, and a Country- 

mans quacter, 


F. | _ Liberans, ec. 


ye | From the Publique Faith, and an egpe and butter, 
From the Iriſh purchaſes and all their clutter, 
a | From Owega's nole, when he fertles to ſputrer, 
m1 | Libera nos, exc. 
_ G From 
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From the zeal of old Harry lock'd up with a 
Whore, © | 
From waiting with plaints at the Parliament. 
door, 14. UN 
From the death of a King without why or 


wherefore, 
Libera nas, &c. 
[ 


From the French diſeaſe, and the Puritan Fry, 

From ſuch as nere ſwear, but devoutly can lye, 

From cutting of capers full three tories high, 
Libera X08, Oc. 


From painted glaſs and [dolatrouscringes, : 

From a Presbiters Oath that turns upon hinges, 

From Weſtminſter Fews with Levitical fringes , 
Libera nos, Oc, 


From all that is ſaid, and thouſand times more, 
From a $aint and his charity to the Poor, 
From the plagues thac are kept fora Rebell in 
ſtore, 
| Libera nos, Oc. 


T he ſecond Part. 


"hat if it pleaſe thee to.afliſt 
Our Agzators and their liſt, .. 
And Hewp them with a gentle.cwiſt, | 
Qugſumns ea 
al 


of 


Co 


'C 


IC 
hat 


That it may pleaſe thee to ſuppoſe 
Our actions are as good as thoſe 
That gull the people through the noſe, _ 
Dneſumnus te, & Cc, 
That it may pleaſe thee here to enter 
And fix the rum bling of our center, 
For we live all at pcradventure, [1 
| Bueſumys te, & Cc. 
That it may pleaſe thee co unite 
The fleſh and bones unto the ſprite, 
Elſe faich and licerature good night. 
| Lueſumus te, &c. 
That ir might pleaſe thee O that we 
May each man know his Pedigree, 
And ſave that-plzgue of Heraldry, 
Lueſumuste, exe. 
That ir may pleaſe thee in each Shire, 
Cities of refuge Lord to rear, 
Fhat failing Brethren may know where, 
OD ueſumns te, & Cc, 
That it may pleaſe thee to abhor us, 
Or any ſuch dear favour for us 
That chus have wrought thy peoples ſorrows, 
| 14eſumns te, & cs 
That ic may pleafe thee to embrace 
Our days of thanks and faſting face, 
For robbing of thy holy place. 


Dareſamas te, ec. 


G 2 That 
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That it may pleaſe thee to adjourn 
Theday of Judgement, leaſt we burn, 
For lo ! it is not for-our turn, 
'D ueſumns te, Fc, 
That it may pleaſe thee todiſpence 
A cloſe Committeethere to ſic, 
No devil to a humane wit { 


Dueſumns te, &c. 


That it may pleaſe thee to dif pence 
A little for convenience 
Or let us play upon the ſenſe, 


"Dueſl wmus tec, 


That it may pleaſe the to embaim 
The ſaints in Robin Wiſdom's Pſalm, 
And make them muſicall and calm, 

Dueſumas te, &c, 
That it may pleaſe thee (irice as doubr + 
Saran cannot throw Satan or!, 
L[nite us and the Highland rour, 


Queſumns te, Ec. 


A hue ard cry after the 
Reformation : 


Hen Temples lie like quarter*d Quarrer, 
y y Rich in their ruined ſepulchres, 

When Saints forſake their painted glaſs, 

To meettheir worſhip as they pals; 


When 
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When Altars grow luxurious with the dy 
Of Humane blood, 
Is this the lood 
Of Chriſtianity ? 
When Kings are cupboarded like cheeſe, 
Sights to be ſeen for pence a peice, 
Whendiadems like brokers rire 
Are cultom'd reliques F, i bire , 
e 


When Soveraignty and leepters looſe their 
\ Stream*d into words (names 
Carv'd out by ſwords, 


Are theſeretining flames ? 
When ſubjeRs and Religion (tir 
Like Meteors in the Metaphor , 
When zealous hinting and the yawn 
Excize our Miniver and Lawn ; 
When blue digreſſions fill the troubled airs 
And th* Pulpit's let 
Toevery let 
Thar will uſurp the chair ; 
Call ye me this che night's farewell 
When our noon day's as dark as Hell ? 
How can we leſs than term ſuch lights 
Eccleſiaſtical Heteroclites ? 
Bold fons of Adam when in fire you crawl 
Thus high to be 
Perch'd on the tree, 
Remember buc the fall. 
Was it the glory of a King 
To make hun great by ſuffering ? 
wo G 3 Was 
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Was there no way to bnild Go@s Hollſe 
But rendring of it infamous ? 
If chis be then the merry ghoſtly trade, 
To work in gall, 
Pray take it all 
Good brother of the blade. 
Call it no more the Reformation 
According to the new riffſaſlacion : 
Why will-you wrack the common brain 
With words of an unwonted ſtrain, ' 
As plunder ? or a Phraſe in ſenſes cleft ? 
When things more high 
May well ſupply, ( 
| And call it down righc thefc. 
Here all the Seboolmen arid Divines = 
Conſent, and [wear the naked lines 
Want'nd Expoundiug or contelt, 
Or Bellarmine to break a jeſt. 
Since then the Heroes of che Pen with me 
Nere ſerue the ſenſe 
Wich Uifference 
Weall apree agree. 


\ 
k 


| A Commiltty. 
Aſt Xnaves my Maſters, fortune guid the 
chance, $- 
No packing I beſeech you no by-glance 
To mingle pairs, but fairly ſhike the bag, _.. 
Chears in cheir ſpheres like ſubtile ſpirits wag. 
| | | Or 
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Or if you pleaſe, the cards run as they will, 
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There is no choice in {in and doing ill.  * - 
Then happy man by's dole,luck makes the ods, 
He as molt high that beſt oucdares the-gods. / 
Theſe are that Raw» boxe Herd of Pharaob's Kine, 


Which eat up all our tatlings, yet looklean, 
Theſe are the afrerclaps of bloody ſhowres, - 


Which, like the Scots, comes for your gude and 


yours.” 
The pgleaners of the field, where, if a man 
Eſcape the ſword that nulder frying-pan, 
He leaps into the fire, cramping the claws 
Of ſuch:canſpeak no Engliſh but the cauſe 
Under that fopgy term, that inquifition, 
Yeare wrackt at all adventures Os ſ#pition. 
No matter what's the crime,a good eltate's 


Delinquency enough to ground thetr hates, ' 


Nor ſhall calm innocence fo ſcape, as not 
To be made; puilty or at leaſt ſo thought. 
And if che ſpirit once inform beware, 
The:fleſh and world but renegadoes are. 
Thus once concluded, out the Teazers rum 
All infull cry and ſpeed till War's undone, 
So that a-awor Delinquent fleec'd and torh, 
—_— like a man that's creeping through a 
orn, 


Finds a ſmooth entrances- wide and fit , but 


when 


He's {queez'd and forc'd up through the ſmaller 


end, 
G 4 


He 


He looks -a« gaunt and pin'd, as he that ſpent 
A tedious twelve years in an eaper Lent , 
Or Bodies at the Reſwrrefion are 
On wing, jalt rarifying into aire. 
The Emblem of a man, the pitied Caſe, 
And ſhape of ſome ſad being once that was. 
* The Type of ficſh and blood,the Skeleton 
And ſupertcies of a thing thats gone. 
| The winter quarter of a life, the tinder 
And body of a corps ſqueez'd to a cinder ; 
When no more tortures can be thought upon 
Mercy ſhall low into oblivion, 


> Mercifal Hell thy Judges are but three, 


Ours mpſtiform, and in pluralicy ! 
Thy calmer cenſures flow withoutrecal, 
And in one doom loalsſce their tinal all. 

- We travel with expeanre : Suffrings here 
Are but thecarneſts of a ſecond fear. 
Thy pains and plagues are infinite *cts true 
Ours are not onely infinite but new, 
So that the dread of what's to come exceeds 
The anguiſh of that part already bleeds. 

' This anly difference ſwells *cwixt us and you, 

-——” Hell has the kinder Devils of the two. 
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0n the happy Memory of Alderman Hoyle 
that hang d himſelf. 


L L bail fair fruit ! may every Crab-trec 
bear 
Such bloſloms, and fo lovely every year ! 
Call ye me this the flip ? marry it 1s well, 
Zachews ſlip'd to Heaven,the Thief to Hell : 
Bur if the Saints chus give's the ſlip, 'tis need 
To look abour us to prelerye the breed, 
Thare of the Running game and none to poſt 
In nooſes, blanks the reckning with their Hoſt. 
Here's mote than 7 ra(ſum cordum | [luppoſe 
That knit this knor,guilt ſeldome fingly goes ! 
A wounded ſoul clole coupled with the tence 
Of ſin, payes home its proper recompence. 
But harke you Sir, if haſte can pgrantthetime, 
See you the danger yet what's to climbe 
In Kings prerogarives ? things beyond juſt. 
When Law ſeems brib'd co doom them, muſt be 
ernls'd. - 
But O-4-ſme!] your.plot ſtrong through your 
boſe. - 
'Twas. but; to: cheat. the Hang-man of your 
cloaths. 
Elſe your more aQive hands had fairly ſtay'd 
The leafure of a Pſalm : Z«das bas pray'd. 
But later crimes cannot admit tbe paule, 
They run upon effects ,more than the cauſe: * 
ct 
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Yer ſet me ask onequeſtion, why al alone.; BY. 
Onememberof a Corporation? \ . I 
Tis clear amongſt Divihes; bodys and ſouls 
As joyntly active, fo their judgement rowles '|y 
Concortantin the ſentence ; why notſo 
In earthly ſufferings ? S:ates attended g0. p 
Bur | perceive the Knack': Old women lay, 1 
And be*c approv Vd, Each dog ſhall have his . ( 
( 


da 
Mis ſweep the Almanack : Lally make 
room, 
And blanks enough for the new Saints d$: 
come. 
All in Red Terters : as their\faults have been 2 If 
Scarlet, lolimbe their Anziverſe6f Mn, A 
Andro their childrens credits and their wives P; 
Be it iſ] ſaid, They leap fair for their lives. T 


Platonique Love, F 
B* on fantaſtick whimſey hence begon ! «\ 
Rohr thy dreams, 'me no Camelzoy; «( 
Nor can I feed on Ayry ſmoaky bliſles, T 
Or bait my ſtrong deſire withy ſmiles and kiſſes * | « R 
Old T antalas as well may ſurfeit on - = 7 
The flying ſtreams by contemplation.” | ” 
Give me a minute's heaven with my love, Yi, 


Where I may toule 1n pleaſures farabove”' -- £ 
The 
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[The ide fariey of che fou/#embrace, 


Where my fwift hand may raviſh all the grace 


Of beauties wardrop, where che longing bride 


May feaſt her fill yet nere be ſatisfied. + 


Blaſpheme not love with any'orher name 


| Than anenjoyment kindled from the flame 


he 


Of panting breaſis,mix'd ina ſweet defire 

Of ſomething more rtan barely ro' admire. 

'Though fighs and figns may make the pulſes * 
bear, 2 c 1 

© Action's the bellowes that preſerves the heat, 


If all content were placed in the eye, } 

And thoughts comprizd the whole felicity : 

Pictures 'might.court each other, andexchange. + 

Their white lime looks, woo hard, and yet ſeem 
ſtranpe : 

* No ! Love requires a quick and home embrace, 

* Nor can ic divell forever on the face. I 

* What ever gtoties Nature" tender care 

* Compiles.to make a piece divinely rare, 

* Ttyare biit che ſweet allurements of the eye 

* Fix'd on a ſtage to catch che ſtanders by, 

* Orlikerich 8:g&s oppos'd to open ſight 

To tempr che Traveller to ſtay all night, 


Yield then (© my chaſt Clarinda ) once to ſee 
The ſweet Meander of Love's liberty. k 
| ad 
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And ſeal thy thoughtsa graft to underſtand 
The welcotn pleatures of a wife well mann'd. 
For all the ſweets miſtaken in a kiſs. 

Are but thg empty circumſtance of this. 


So ſhall.a full content wipe out the ſcore _ 
. Of all our-ſorrows that have pals'd before. 

Not a ſad figh (ball ſcape unſatisfied, 

Which in its maſters paſſion wept and died ; 
Bat like a Sea made ſubje to our Oars 

We'le hoiſe up ſail and touch the wiſhed Shoars. 


Chriſtmas Day. 


Or the Shuttle of an inſpired Weaver bolted avant 
the Order of the Church from its ſolemnity. 


(hr maſs ? Give me my beads : The word 
implies 

A plot, by irs ingredient Beef and Pies ! 

A feaſt Apccrypial, a Popiſh rite 

Knegded in dough ( beloved) in thenight, 

The night ( beloved ) that'sas much to ſay 

C By late tranſlation : ) not in the day. 

An annual dark-lanthorn Zabile, 

Catesby and Faulx bak'd in confſpiracie, 

The Hierarchy of Rome the Triple-Crown 

Confeſs'd in Triangles, then ſwallowed down, 

> | With 
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With ſpaniſh ſack , the Eighty eight Armado 
Newly preſented in an Ovenado. 
O Calvin! now my Cauſe upon thee fixes, 
Were ere ſuch dregs mix'd with Geneva ſixes ? 
The cloyſter'd ſteaks with falr and pepper lie 
Like Nuxnes with patches in a Monaſtrie. 
Prophaneſsin a Conclave ? Nay much more 
Idolatry in cruſt | Babylon's Whore 
Rake from the grave, and backed by hanches, 
Served upin coffins to ungodly men. ( then 
. | Defild wich ſuperſtition, like the Gentiles 
| Of old, thar worſhip'd Om10ns, Roots,and Lentiles! 
Did ever Fob» of Leiden prophecy 
Of ſuch an Artichrift as pudding. pie ? 
Beloved, cis a thing when it appears, 
Enough to let che Saints all bv the ears 
In ſolving of che text, a doubtfull ſin 
Reformed Churches nere conſented in. ( pray, 
But hold ( my Brethren ) while | preach and 
Me thinks the ſavna melts and waſts away ; 
I am aman asall you are, have read 
Of Peters (ſheet, how he devoutly fed 
Wichourt exception ; therefore to diſpence 
A little with the worm of conſcience, 
And bend unto the creatures I profeſs, 
Zeal and a Py may joyn both in a meſs. 
T he deareſt ſons may erre, then why a ſinner 
May I not eat?fince Hxgh eat three to dinner. 


Pix 
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- Piz Memoriz, 


DoRiſs. Reverendiſſimique in Chriſto Paris, Fo- 


bannis Rrideaux quam: noviffime Vigornie E- 


piſcopi., harumquetriſtiſſime.lacrymarum Pa: 
rroni nec non defunGi.. | 


BUY: ſtruant alis,lacrymiſq; altarerefundant; 
L vorum triſftitia jata pianda cadunt. 

T alia precyrrant cixeres monumenta puſil/t, 
Dur melos & tumulum fama gemenda petit. 
Hic neque P yramidum, nec inertis monftra Calaſſi 

Poſcuntur ſubito corr uitura de. 
Gloria ſecuri confidentiſſimaiC ols 
Non vocat hec ſtellis aſtra minora ſus. 
Sic turns aſcendit currms, dignijſime Praſul, 
Terrens miſerans futile honors onus. 
Sed ve Zodiaco niſtro, ve ( Phoebe ) trements, 
Ortus enim patrie lux trnebraque fuit. 
In te flormmus, tecum decerpimur omnes. 
Et Pater & gnati: Molltter ofſa cubent. 
Parva tegant tenues & aperts frnera fletus, 
T anta rant ſuperss damna ſfilenaa mutt 
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 ..», Obſequies. 


0s that right reverend Father in God John Pri- 
deaus /aze Brſhip of Worceſter deceaſed. 


F by the fall of Lammaries we 

Jr ſafely gueſs the world's Cataſtrophe, 

The ſigns are all fulflld the Token's flown, 

( Thar ſcarce a man has any of his own ) 
Only the Fews converſion ſome doubt bred, 

But that's confuted now the Ds&or's dead. 

Great Atlas of Religion, ſince thy fate 

Proclaims our loſs too ſoon, our tears tgo late, 
Where ſhall our bleeding Church a Champion 
To graſp with Hereſie ? Or to maintain (gain 
Her conflit with the Devil ? For the ods 

Ruas byaſz'd fix to four again(t the gods. 

Hell li's amatn,and the eagagements flies 

With winged Zeal through all the SeQtaries, 
That ihouid ſhe ſoundly into queſtion fall, 

We were within a Vote of none at all. 
But can this hap upon a ſingle death ? 
Yes : For thou wert the treaſure of our: breath - 
That pious 4rch wherean the building ſtood, x 
Which broke, the whole's devoly'd into a flood; 
An inundation that ore bears the bancks 

And bounds of all religion : If ſome ſtancks 


Shew 
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_ Shew their ewergent heads's Like Seth's famed 
ſtone, - 
TWare monuments df thy. devotion gone ! 
No wonder then the rambling Spir#s (tray, 
In thee the body fell, and ſlipt away. 
 Hence*tis the. Pulpic {wells with exbalatians, 
Intricate none-ſenſe travell'd from all Nations, | 
Notions refin'd to doubts, and maxims ſqueezd 
With tedious bick-ups till the ſence grows 
freez'd. 
if oughe ſhall chance to drop 'we may call 
good, 
'Tis thy diſtinion makes it underſtood. 
T by glorious Sun made ours a perfeR day, 
Our influence took its being from thy ray. 
_—_ was that Gideoy's fleece, when all Rood 
ry» 
Pearl'd with celeſtial &w, ſhowr'd from on high. 
( ſpread, 
But now thy "Ve is come, our ſhades are 
And living here we move among the dead. 
Perhaps an 1gnisfatuys now and then, 
Starts up in holes,ſtinks and goes out apen. 
Such Kickzee Winſee flames ſhew but how dear 
Thy preat lights reſurreRion would be here. 
A Brother with tive loaves and two ſmall fiſhes, 
A table book of ſighs, looks, and wiſhes, 
Startles Religion more at one {trong doubr, 
T ow _— ey mean when as the candle's ; 


4 


But 
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Bat I profane thy aſhes ( gratious Soul) 

Thy ſpirit flew too high to truſs theſe foul 
Gnoſtick opinions, ' hou deſiredii to meet, 
Such tenents that durſt ſtand upon their feet, 
And beard the truth with as intenv'd a zeal 

As Saints upon a fall night quilr a meal, 

Rome never trembled till chy piercing eye 
Darted her through,and cruſt'd the miſtery. 
Thy Revealation made St. Fohy's compleat, 
Babylon fell indeed but 'twas thy (wear 
And yl perform'd the work ; to what we ſee 
Foretold in miſty- types broke forth in thee. 

Some ſhallow lines were drawn and ſconces 

made ; 
By ſmatceters inthe arts,to drive a trade 
Of words between us, but that proved no 

more 

Then threats in cowing feathers to give ore. 
Thy fancy laid the Szedg that wrovght her fall, 
Thy batteries commanded round the wall : 
Not a poor loop-hole error could tneak by, 
'No not the Abbeſs to the Friery, 
Though her diſguiſe, as clole and ſubtly good 
As when ſhe wore the Monks hoſe for a hood. 
And if perhaps their French or Spaniſh wine 
Had filFd themn full of beads and Bellarmine, 
Thact they durli ſalley or attempra guard,” 
O! how thy buly brain would beat and ward ! 
Rally! and reinforce! rout! and relieve ! 
Double reſerves! and then an onſet give 
H Like 
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Like marſhalVd thunder backd with flames of 
Fire, 
Storms mjxt with ſtorms ! Paſſion with Globes 
of ire! | 
Yet ſo well diſciplin'd that judgement ſill 
Sway'd, and not raſh commiſfionated will. 
No ; words in thee knew order, time, and place, 
The inſtant of a charge, or when to face : 
When to purſue advantage, where to halt, 
When to draw off, and where to re-aſlault. 
Such ſure commands ſtream'd from thee, wat 
' . Twas one 
With thee to vanquifh, as to look upon : 
So that thy ruined Foes groveling confeſs 
Thy conqueſts were their fate and happineſs. 
Nor wa s it all thy buſineſs here to war 
With forrcign forces : But thy aRive ſtar 
Could courle a home-bred miſt,a native ſin, 
And ſhew, its guilt's degrees, how, and wherein ; 
Then ſentence and expell it : Thus thy Sun 
An everlaitingſtagein labour run , 
So that its motion to the eye of man 
Wav'd {till in a compleat Meridian. 
Burt theſe are but fair comments of our loſs, 
The glory ofa Church now on the Croſs : 
The tranſcript of that beauty once we had, 
Whileſt with the luſtre of thy preſence clad : 
But thou art gone( Brave Souland with thee all 
The gallantry of Arts Polemicall, 
Nothing 


df 
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Nothing remains as Primitive but talk, 
And that our Prieſts again in Leather walk ; 
A Flying miniſtry of hotle and faot, 
Things that can ſtartatext and nere come tort ;- 
Teazers'df 'doRrines, which in lorg- ſleevVid - 
Run down a ſermon altiupon the noſe: (proſe 
Theſe like dull glow-worms twinckle in the 
—_—:: wa 
The frighted Laud-S he an abſene light. 
But thy rich flames withdrawn, Heaven-caught 
- thee rence; | | 
Thy glories were grown ripe for recompence ; 
And therefore to prevent our weak eflaies, 
Ttartcrown'd an Angel with celeſtial Bayes : 
And there thy raviſh'd Soul meets field and fire, 
Beauties enough to fill its ſtrong delire. | 
The contemplatian of a preſent God, 
PerfeRtions in the womb, the very road 
And Eſſences of vertues as they be 
Streaming and mixing in Eternity, 
Whiles we poſleſs our ſouls but ina vail, 
Like earth confined, catch heaven by retail. 
Such a dark-lanthorn age, ſuch jealous dayes, 
Men tread on Snakes, fleepiin Battaliats, ' 
Walk like Coneſſors, hear but muſt not ſay, 
What the bold worlddares a, and what i; may, 
Yet here all votes, Commons and Lords apree, 


- The Croſir fellin Laxd, the CharcHin thee. 
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On the death. of his Royall Majeſty Charles 
late King of England,&c. . 

Vx. went you ont to ſee a dying King? 

Nay more, I fear an Angel ſuffering. - 

But what went you to ſee a Prophet ſlain ? 

Nay that, and more, a marteyr'd Soveraign. 

Peaceto that ſacred duſt ! Great Sir our = 

Have left us nothing, but obedient tears - 

To court your Hearſe ? and in thoſe pious flouds 

We live, the poor remainder of our goods, 

Accept us in theſe later obſequies, 

Thy unplundred riches of our hearts and eyes; 

For in theſe faichful ſtreams and emanatiqns | 

Ware fubjeQt: ſtill, beyond all Sequeſtrations. 

Here we cry more than Corquerors: malice 
may | 

Murder eſtates, but hearts will ſtill obey , 

Theſe as your glory's .yet abovethe reach 

Of ſuch, whole purple lines confuſion preach. 
And now ( Dear Sir) vouchſafe us to-admire 

With envy your arrival, and that @ wire | 

Of Cherubims, and Angels that ſuppiy*d 

Our duties at your triumphs ; where you ride-. 

With full cczleſtial Zoyes, and Ovations | *' 

Rich as the Conqueſt of three rvin'd Nations. 

| But *cwas the heavenly plot that ſnatc'd you 

hence, 


To crown your Soul wich that magnificence | 
And 
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And bounden rites of honour, that poor earth 
Could only wiſh and ſtrangle in the birth. | 
Such pitied emulation ſtop'd the bluſh 
Of our ambiwious ſhame, nor- ſuited us... : 
For where ſouls a&t beyond mortality, . 
Heaven onely can perform that 7-blee. ' 
We wraſtle then no more but bleſs your day 
And mourn the anguiſh of your {ad delay : 
That fince we cannor add, we yet ſtay here 
Fettered in clay, yer longing to appear /; 
s Spectators of yonr bliſs, that being ſhown: - +: 
. Once more,you may embrace us as your own, 
Where never envy ſhall divide us more, 
Nor City-tumults, nor the worlds uproar., 
But an eternal-huſh, a quiet peace: T 
As withour end, ſo {til in the encreaſe, 
Shall lull humanity aſleep, and bring 
Us equal Subjedts to the heavenly King. 
. Till when Vie turn Recsſant, and foriwear 
All Calvis, for there's P xrgatory here. 


: An Epitaph, 
T ay Paſſengers, behold and ſee 


Ort Widowed grave of Majeſty. 

Why trembleſt thou ? here's that will make 

All but our ſtupid ſouls ro ſhake. 

Here lies entomb'd the ſacred duſt 

Of Peace and Piety, Right and juſt. 

H 3 The 
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The blood O Rartift nov thou to hear ? ) 
Of a Xing *rwixt hope and fear 
Shed,and hurried hence to be 
The miracle of miſerie. _ : 

Add the ills that Rome can boaſt, ' 
Shrift thewortd in every coaſt, 
Mix the fire of earth and ſeas 
With bumane fpleenand praiſes, 
To puny'tbe recordsof. time ; 

- By one grandG:gamick, crime, 364 
Then fwell it bigger till it queez © 
The globe to crooked hams and knees, 
Here's thar ſhall make it ſeem to be 
But modeft Ohritranny, + 381 3-4 
- The Lawg*sver amongſt his own, * 
Sentenc'd, by a Law unknown 
Voted Monarchy to death 
By the courſe Plcbezan breath : 
The'Severergs of all command 
Suffring by a common hand. . | 
A Prince to make the odium more, 
Offec'd at his very door. | 

' The head cut off, oh death to ſee't! 
In obedience to the feer. 
And that by F«ffice you muſt know, 
If you have faith to think it ſo. 
We'te tir no further chen this ſacred clay, 
But let it ſlumber till the Z#dgement day. 
Of all the K5»gs on earth, *cis not denyed, 
Here lies the firlt that for Religian di'd, 
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A Survey ofthe W orld. 


He W:rla's a guilded trifile, and the ſtate 
K Of (ublunary bliſs adulterate ; 
Fame but anempty ſound, a painted noiſe, 
A wonder that nere looks Weyond nine dayes. 
Honoxrs he tennis-ball of fortune : Thovgh 
Men wade to'it in blood and overthrow: 
Whichlike a bap of dice uneven dance, 
Sometimes 'cis one's, ſometimes another*s' 
chance. . 
Wealth but the hugg'd conſumption of that 
heart, 
T hat travails Sea and Land for his own ſmart. 
Pleaſure a courtly madneſs a conceit 
That ſmiles and tickles without worth or 
weight, 
Whote ſcatter'd reckning, when 'cis to be paid, 
Is butrepentance laviſhly inlaid ? | 
The world, fame, honour, wealth, and plea- 
ſure then ; 
Are the fair wrack and Gemonzes of men, 
Ask but thy Carnal heart if thou ſhouldſt be 
Sole Monarch of the worlds great family, 
If with the Macedonian Youth there would 
Not be acorner {till reſerv'd chat could 
Another earth contain ? If ſo, whar is 
Thar poor inſatiate thing we may call bliſs ? 
H 4 Queſtion 
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Queſtion the loaden Gallantry a ſleep," . 
Whar proficnow their Lawrels 1n the deep 


Of deaths oblivion , What their Triumph was T 
More then the moment it did prance and pals? Þ If 
If then applauſe move by the vulgar cry, F 
Fame”s but a glorious uncertainty.” . 1 


Awake Sejauns, Strafford, Buckingham, 
Charge the tond fawgurites of the greateſt name, || 
W har faich is in a Prince's (mile, what joy 


In ch*high and Grand Concilio le Roy ? | 
Nay Ceſar's ſelf that march'd his Honogrs. | 
'through | 


The bowels of all Kingdoms, made them bow 
Low to the. ſtirrop ot his will and vote, -. 
W hart ſafety to their Maſters life they . 
| brovybc? 
When in the Senate in his higheſt pride 
By two and chirty wounds he fell and dy'd 

If Height be then moſt ſubjected co fate, 

, Honogr's the day-ſpring of a greater hate. 
Now atk the Grov*ling ſoul, that makes his gold 
His 1491, his Diana, what a cold S 
Account of happineſs here ariſe - 

From that ingluviaus ſurfeir of his eyes ? 

How the whole man's inſlav'd to a lean dearth 
Of all enjoyment for a little earth ? 

How like Promethexs he doth [bill repair 

His growing heart ro feed the Yultar care. 

Or like a Spider's enyious deſigns, © Cloins 
Drawing the threads of:dgath from her own 


Tor- 


row, 
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Torr'cing his entrails. with choughts of to mor - 


(ſorrow 


To keep that maſs with' grief, he gain'd with 


If co the clinking paſtime in his ears 
He add the Orphars cries, and Wi 


[' 


him, 


dows tears, 
he Muſick's far from ſweet, and if you! found 
( him. 


Traly, they leave him ſadder thary they found 
- Now touch the Da/lying Gallant, be that lyes 


Angling for babies in his MM:ſtre/s's eyes, 


Thins there's no heaven like a bale of dyce, 


Six hories and a Coach with a device, 
A caſt of Lacquies , and a Lady-Bird, 


An Oath in faſhion,anda guilded ſword,.. 


Can ſmoak Tobacco with a face in frame, 


And ſpeak perhaps a line of ſence to th'ſame, 


Can fleep #Sabbathover in his bed, 


Or if by play book's there, will ſtoop to read, 


, Cankiſsits hand and conpey a /a mode, 


And when the nighcs approaching, bolt abroad, 
Unleſs his Honour's, Worſhip's, Rent's not come; 


- So he fails ſick, and ſwears the Carrier home. 
Elſe if his rare devotion ſwell ſo high 
To waſte an hour-glaſs on Divinity, 


Tis but to make-the Church his ſtage, thereby 


To blaze the Taylor in his ribaldry, 
Ask but the Fay, when his diſtreſs ſhall fall' 


Like an arm'd man upon him, where are all 
The rofe-buds of his youth 2 thoſe antick toyes, 
Wherein he ſported out his precious dayes ? 


What 
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What comfort he colle&s from Hawk or 
Hound ? 

. Orifamong his looſer hours, he found 
One of a thouſand to redeem that time 
Periſh'd and loſt for ever in his prime ? 
Or if he dream'd of an eternal bliſs ? (this 
He*le ſwear God damn him he nere thought of 
But like the Epicareador'd the day 
That ſhin'd, roſe up to eat, and drink, and play : 
Knows that his body was but duſt and die 
It once'muſt, ſo have mercy, and God b'wy. 

Thus having travers'd the fond world in brief, 
The luſt of cv eyes, the fleſh,and pride of life, 
Unbiaſs'dand impartially, we ſee . | 
* Tis lighter in the ſcale than vanity; 
What then remains, but that we till ſhould 
ſtrive K 
Not to be born to die, but die to live? 


1 ":44'Ola Man conrting a T uong-Girle. 


Oe beauteous Nymph, canſt thou em- 
brace | gf 

An Aged, Wiſe, Majeftick grace 

To mingle with thy youthfull ames, 

And make thy glories ſtay'd? The Dames 

Of looſer geſture bluſh to ſee 

Thy'L#llies cloath'd with gravity : 

Thy happier choice, thy gentle Vine 

Witch # fober Ele entwine : F 


'Y Seal fair Nimps that lovely tye 


Will quickly become Pretiozs to0. 
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Shall ſpeak. thy honour loud and high. 
Nym. Ceaſe Grand(ſire lover and forbear 
To court me with thy Sepalchre-: 

Thy chill' December and my May, 

Thy Evenizg.and my Break of Day 
Can brook no mixture, no condition, 


'But ſtand in perteR oppoſition, 


Nor can my ative heart imbrace 

A ſhivering Age inlove's chaſe. 

Only perhaps'the tacky tye 

May make thy forked fortune high, - 

Marv. If fretted-roots, and beds of down, 
And thewonder of the Tows, 
Bended knees, add coſtly fare, 

Richeſt dainties without care, 

May temptations thorives be 
Herethey all attend on thee. 

And to raiſe thy'bliſsthe more, 
Swell thy Trunks with pretions Ore 
T he glittering entails of the Eaſt, 
To varniſh andiperfame thy nett. 

Nymph. I queſtion nor, Sage Sy, but ſhe 
Taarge®s your brave obliquity, | 
Your Hlick, Rheums, and Soldans face, 
Shall meer with Frerted Roofs apace ; 


I fancy not your bended knees, 


Leſt bowing you can ſprighly riſe;; 
Your gold coo, when you leave to woo; 


__ May glur the day, but ſtarve the night. + 
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-/ Anddainty Cates without delight, 


| For when thou boalts thy beds of bliſs, 
T be man, the man, till wanting ir. «+ | 
Man. Nay.gentile Nymph, think not my hire- 

' Soquench'd, but chat the ſtrong deſire 

Of Love can wake it, and create, 

New ation to cooperate. | 

The (parkes of youth are not ſo gone,.. 

But I— ay marry, chat I can. 

Come ſmack me chen my pretty dear, 

Taſte what alively change is here. 

"Why fly'ſt thou me ? FIJI. 
Nym.——————yceyce be gone, | 

Claſp me not with thy Frozen Zone, >, - : 

. Thatpale aſpe& would beſt become; ;-i; -- 

; The ſad complexion'of atombe, © :11/12) + 7 / 

Think not thy Churcb-yard look ſhall move- 

* My Spring to be thy winter's Stove: :;+ -; ;; 

Tf at the Reſwrre&40n we 7 2464 | 

Shall chance to marry call on me; 

By that time I perhaps may gueſs 

Howx9 bathe and how to dreſs 

Thy weeping legs,and ſympathize, 

With periſh'd lungs and wopper eyes ; 

And think thy touchy paſſion wit, 

Love diſdain and flatter it; 

And'midftthis coſtivg puniſhment - ; .-.. 

Raiſe a politick content. þ : ob 


* 


fire 


1 Deem not, I will daign to be _ ; 


+ Raile the appetice, and more, 


. The: noon-glory of the Sun 


POEMS. 
But while the So/ſt5ce of my years 
Glories in its higheſt ſpears, 


The Vaſſall of infirmity, 

The skreen of flegmatick old age, 
Decay'd Methnſalem his page. 
No ! give melively pleaſures, ſuch 
Melr che fancy inthe touch; 


Satisfie it o're and ore. 
Then from the aſhes of thoſe hres 
Kindle freſh and new deſires. 
So Cyprus be the Scey : Above 
Venzs and the God of love, 
Knitting true. Jove-knots in one 
Merry bappy Union. 
Whiles their feather'd team appears 
Doves and Sparrows in their gears, 
Fluct'ring o'cethe Jovial-frie, 
Sporting in love's Comedy. 

Man, Hold haſty ſoul beauty's a flower 
That may periſh in an hour; 
No diſeaſe bur can diſgrace 
The trifling bloſſoms of a face, 
And nipthe heights of thoſe fond toyes 
That now are doted on with praiſe, 


To the ſhades of night muſt come. 
May, for all her guilded prime, 
Has its weak and withering time, 
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' Not a bud that ows its birth 

| From the teerying mother earth, = 
Bat excels the fading drefs | 
Of a womans lovelineſs, 
For when flowers vaniſh here. 4 
They may ſpripg,another year. 

| But frail beauty,when *tis gone, ' © 

Finds no reſurretion: © 4: 
Scorn me then, coy Nympb, no more, 
Fly no higher do not ſore; | 

/ Thoſe pretty rubies of thy ltps 

. \ Once muſt know a pale Eclipſe : 
And that plump alluring skin 
Will be furrow'd deeply in : 
And thoſe curled locks'fo bright, 
Time will all be ſnow with white. 
Not a glory, not a glance, b; 
But muſt ſuffer change and chance. | 
Then, though now you'l not contraQt 
With me in the marriage At; - 

. Yet perforce chuſe, chuſe.you whether 
You and I ſhall Zyetopether. 


An Epitaph on bis deceaſe ed Friend. 


Ho: lies the ruin'd Cabinet 

x Ofa rich ſoul more highly ſet : - 
 Thedroſle and refafe of # mind 

Tos glorious to be herejconfin'd : 


Earth 


OO OO ———_ 
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Earth for a while beſpake this ſtay * - 

\ FOnely to-bait and fo away : 

; ISothat whathere he doted on, 

* [Was mereaccommodation: 
Not that his ative ſoul could be 

| home but in eternity. - 

Yet while be bleſt os with his rayes 

Of his ſhort continued dayes, 

Each minute had its weight of worth, 

Each pregnant hour ſome ſtar brought forth, - 

So whiles be travell'd here beneath, 

[He liv'd, when others onely breath. 

- ]For not a ſand of time ſlip'd by 

' [Without its ation ſweet as high : 

| | So good, fo peaceable, ſo bleſt, 

Angels alone can ſpeak thereſt, 


Ty 


Mount Ida, or, Beanies Conteſt, 


Hree regent Goddeſſes, they fell at odds, 
As they ſat cloſe in counſel with the gods, 
Whoſe beauty did excell , andthence they 
crave 
A moderator of the ſtrife to have : 
Zur leaſt the partial heavens could not decide 
he grudge, they ſtoop to mortals to be try'd. 


Mantjed in cloads,then gently down they fall 
Upon. Ionnt Ida to appeaſe the brawl ; 


Where 


LG CI LE YE = "- 4 = 
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Laſt enxs breaks forth of her golden rayes, 


= 


þ 
[ 
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Where Priam'slovely boy ſporting did keep 
His Fathers lambs and mowy flocks: of ſheep, 

Hs lilly hand was ſoon ordain'd to be 
The harmleſs Vmpire of the fond decree. 


4 
_ 


To him, to him, they gave the Golden ball, 
O happy goddeſs upon whom it fall 17 
But more unhapy Shepherd, was 't not pity, © |} * 
Thou didſt nor ſend it to a cloſe Commuty? | 
Ur there, thou badſt ſurpaſt what did be- | 
all, | 
Thou mighrſt have crowned One, yet pleaſed Al. 


Firſt then Imperious Zune did diſplay 1}. 
Her coronet of glories to the Boy, ;| 
And rang'd her ſtars up, in an arched ring | 
Of height and Majeſty moſt flouriſhing, | 
Then wealth and honour at his foot did lay 
To beeſlteenvd the Lady of the day. | 


Next Pallas that brane Heyoina came, 

The chund'ring Queen of ation, war, and fame, 

Dreſgd with her glittering arms, wherewith ſhe 
layes ( raile, 

Wortds waſte, and new ones from the duſt can 

Theſe; theſe, ſhe tenders him, advanc'd to be, 

Wichall the wreaths of wig and gallantry. 


With thouſand C#pids, crown'd ten thouſand F 
Boyes: | Spar k- Þ 


4 
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* ©*Tis two tO one, but loye is alwayes croſt, 


POPF MS. 125 


I Sparkling through every quadrant of her eyes, 


Which made'ther beauty in tull glory riſe : 
Then ſmiling vow'd fo to ſublime his parts, 
To make him the great Congzercy of hearts. 


Thus poor diſtrated P avis all on fire 
Stood trembling deep in doubt what to Cefire, 


| The ſweet temptations pleaded hard tor all, 


Each theatre of beauty:teem'd to call 

For the bright prize,but be amazed, he F 

Could not determine which, which, which was 
ſhe | ISA 


Atlaſt the Cyprian Girle ſo ſtruck bim: blinde | 


: In all the faculties of ſoul and mind, 


That he poor captiv'd wreich without delay | 


| Could not forbear his frailty ro betray, :: 


But maugre honour, wiſdom, all above, 
He ran,and kiſs'd,and crown'd,the Qweer of Love 


Pallas and F ano, then in high diſdain 

Took ſnuft and polled vp to heaven again, 
As to a high Coxrt of appeal, to be 

Reveng'd on men for this indignity. 

* Hence then ir bappens that che Ball was loſt, 
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Upon'a Fly that flew into a Lady's eye, aud 
#here lay baried in a tear. 


Oor envious ſoul ! what couldſt thou ſee 
In that bright Orb of purity ? 

That aQtive globe ? that twinkling ſphear 
Of beauty to be medling there ? 

Or did(t thou fooliſhly miſtake 

The glowing morn inthat day- break ! 
Or was't thy pride to mount fo high 
Only to kiſs the Sa» and dye ? 

Or didſ{t thou think to rival all, 

Doi Phatthon and his preat fall ? 

Andin a richer Sea of brine. 

Drown 1{caras again in thine ? TI 
*F was bravely aim'd, and which was more 
Thwit ſunk the fableiore and ore, 

For in the fingle death of thee 

Th” alt bankrupt all Antiquity. 

O had ihe fair Zgyptian Queen 

Thy glorious monument once ſeen, 
How had ſhe ſpar'd what time forbids, 
The needles tott'ring Pyramids! 

Andin an emulative chate 

Have begg'd thy ſhrine her Epitaph ? 
Where when her aged marble muſt 
Reſign her honour to the duſt, 

Thou mighrſt have canonized her 
Deceaſed Time's Execntoy ? 
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To rip up all the weſtern bed 
Of Spiges, where Sol Jayes his head, 
To ſqueez the Pheuix and her nel} 
In one perfume that may write Brff, 
Then blend the gallry of the skies 
With her Seragl:o of eyes, 
T*embalm a name and raiſe a Tombe 
The miracle of all ro come,. 
Then, then, compare it : here's a Gemm 
A pearl] mult ſhame and pity them. 
 Anamber drop, diſtilled by 
" The ſparkling Limbeck of an eye, 
Shall dazle all che ſhort eſlaies 
Of rubbiſh worth, and ſhallow praiſe. 
We ſtrive not then to prize that tear 
Since we have nought to poiſe it here. 
The world's too light. Hence, hence we cry 
The world, the world's not worth a Fly. 


Obſequies. 


To the memory of the truly Noble, Right Valiant, 

and Right Honourable, Spencer Earl of Nor- 

thampton, ſain at Hopton: Field 7» Stafford- 
ſhire i» the beginning of this Civil War, 


Hat? the whole world in filence ? not a 
| tear 
In tune through all the ſpeechleſs Hemiſphere ? 
| - 2 Has 
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Has grief ſo ſeiz'd and ſear'd mankind in all. 
The convoyes of [atelligence ? No fall - 4 
But thoſe of Waters heard? No Elepies ( eyes? 
But ſuch as whine through the Organs of our ' 
Can Pompey fall again'? and no Pen ſay 
Here lies the Roman liberty/in clay ? |. 11: - 
- Orcan his blood bow- dye theEgyptian ſand, | 
And the black crime dolefs then tan the land ? 
And make the Regios inſtead of a verſe 
And Tombe his ſable Epitaph and Hearſe ?- 
So here Northamptos that brave Heroe fell, 
Triumphant Rewazs; thy pure paralell, 
The bluſh and glory of his age : Who:dyed 
In ali points happy, but the Weaker fade, ' 
Onely to forreign parts he did not roam, 
The kind Egyptians met him nearer home. 
Both, and fuch, Cau'es, as the world confefs, 
There's navghc to plead apgainſtthem butSxcceſs. 
Malignant Lojalcy! a glorious fame 
And {in, for which God never found a name, 
Which had it ſcap*d the. Rabrick of theſe times, 
Had {till continued among Holy Crimes, 
A Text on which we find no gloſs at all 
Bur in the Alcoran bf Gold: fmiths Hall / 
Now (Great 42olphus;give me leave to fir 
The Aſhes of thy Urne, and Sepulchre 
And branch the flowers of the Sweadiſs glory, 
As rivald to the life in our fad ſtory; i 
Yet not impair thy plumes by adding more 
To ſuir that ſplendor from a neighbour ſhore , 
6 Nor 


- 
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Nor deem thy honor leſs, thus match'd to be, 
If Compton dyed to graſping Vittory. 
An attive foul in gallant fury barl'd 
Toclub with all the worthies of the world, | 
Blinde, envious,piping Fortune | what could be 
The tottering ground of this thy treachery ? 
To ſtop the ballance of chat brave carrear, ; 
Was both at once thy miracle and fear. 
 Was't not a Pannick dread ſurpriz'd thy foul 
Of being made ſervileto Ins high controul ? 
Bluſh and confeſs poor Caitiff- goddeſs ! io 
We'l quir bis in thy real overchrow, 
And Death thou worm, thou pale 4ſſaſſi» 
ate! | 
Thou ſneaking hireling of revenge and hate, 
Didſt thou not feel an Earth-quake in thy 
bones ? | 
7 | Suchas rends Rocks and their foundations | 
No Tertian ſhivering, but an Age fit 
Which with a burning Feaver ſhall commit 
The world co aſhes ? when gou ſtol'it crept'ſt 
under 
That Helmet which durſt dare Fove and his 
thunder. | 
* Bur fince the Bays he reacht at grew not here, 
Like a wiſe ſouldier, and a Cavalier, 
Helefr his covetous enemy at bay, 
Rifling the carriage of his fleſh and clay : 
While his rich ſoul purſued the greater game 
'$ Of Honoxr to the sKkies, there fix'd bis name. 
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I ſhall not therefore vex the Oybes to trace 
T hy facred foot-ſteps in that ballow'd place, 
Nor ſtart a feigned Rar,and ſwear it thine, 
Then ſtretch the Confte/lation to thy line, 
Like a Welch: Gentleman that tacks his kin 
Toall Ceats in the country he lives in. 
Nor yet, to raiſe thy Flaming Creſt, ſhall I 
Knock for the wandring P/axets of the skie. 
Per haps ſome broken beaury of ale doubt, 
To comment on her face has hir'd them out. 
Let fame, and chy brave race, thy Statue live, 
The world can never ſuch another pive. 
While each ſoul ſighs ar the ſad thought of 
thee 
T here fell a Province of Nobility. 
A fall,had Zea! but husbanded its throat, ( Yote 
That ſunk the Hoxſe of Loras , and faved the 
. They onely State mure titles in their gears, 
* Hefinplyrepreſented all the Peers. 
One, had che enemy imploy'd their Smeck , 
T hole Ring-wirms of the Church, to beg a neck 
With Clazdns, to metropolize all worth, 
"Rome, and whatere the Sxburb-world brought 
_ 
In him the ſword did glut its ravening eye 
T hereſt that kick'd up were the ſmaller Frye. 
Soarks only of that fire in him deceas'd 
Ny fles that crack'd, and vaniſh North and Weſt: 
He led the Ryyal war in fach a dy, 
In that dire entrance of the 7 rage dy, 


The 


te 
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The ſence ( Great Charles ) no longer to pro® 
rogue, 
None but thy ſelf could ſpeak thy Epilogue. 


The London-Lady. 


Ently my ſc ! "cis but a tender piece, 

| A paradox of fumes and Amber-greece. 

A cob web-tinder at a touch takes hre, 
Thetumbling wherligig of blind deſire, 
Valcan's Pandorain aCryſtal ſhrine, 

Or th* old In» fac'd with a new painted ſign. 
The ſpotted voider of the Term: inſhort, 
Chymicall nature phyſick'd into Art. 

But hold rude Satyr, here a He&or comes, | 
A Coa-piece-Captain, that with her ſhares ſums, 
One claims a Joynture in her ſins, the foile 
That puts her off, like the oJd manere while 

T hat with a dagger cloak, and ho-boy gapes 
And ſ{queaks for company for the Zack an- Apere 
T his is the fierceSc. George foreruns the waggon, 
And, if occaſion be ſhall kill the Dragon, 

Don Mars the great aſcendant on the road 
When Thomaſe's teamibegins to jog abroad, 

T he hinter at each turn of Covent Garden, 
The Club Pickearer, the robuſt Church-warden 
Of Lixcelnt's Inn back corner, where he angles 
Far Cloaks and Hats', andthe ſmall game en- 


tangles. _' b | 
I 4 This 
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This is the City Vſter ſtraid to enter 
The ſmall drink country Squires of the firſt ven- 
ter, | 


Anddubs them batch'lor Knights of the black 


1 | _ | 
Ys" into an oath and the French ſhrug 
Make's them-fine graduates in ſmock-impudence, 
And gelds them of their puny Mothers ſence : 
So that when two terms more, and forty pound 
Reads them acquainted all Gomorrah round, 
Down to their wondring friends at laſt they 

rang”, : 
With breeding juſt enough to ſpeak them 
ſtrange, 


- Anddrown a younger brother in a look, 


Kick a'p6or Lacquey and berogue the Cook, 

Top a {mall cry of Tenants that dare ſtir 

In no phraſe now, but ſave your Worſhip Sir, 
But co return, by thismy Lady's up, 

Has fwom the Ocean of the Cawdle-Cup, 


:Convers'd with every waſhing, every ground, 


AnTFucus in the Cabinet's to be found, 
Has laid the fix'd complexion for the day, 
Her breech rings high Change and ſhe muſt 
away. 
- Now down the Channel! towards the Strand 
ſhe glides, 
Flinging her nimble glances on both ſides,” 


- Like the death-darting Cockatrice ( that fly 


Cloſe Engineer ) that murders through the eye. 


"— wed # i Hhon' 
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I The firſt that's tickled with her rumbling wheels 
Is the old Stateſman that in flippers reels, 
He wire-draws up his jawes and ſnuffs, and 
grins, 
And ſighing ſmacks,but for my aged (hins, 
My Conclave of dileales, | wuld boord 
Your lofty Gally : Thus I ſervd my Lord—— 
But mum for that, his {trength will ſcarce ſup- 
ly 
| His back to the Balcona ſo Gbd b'wy, 
By this ſhe has ſurvey'd ihe golden G{obe, 
And finding no temptation to difrobe. 
To Durbam's New 014 Stable on ſhe packs, 
Where having whinc'd and breath'd the what d' 
ye lacks, | 

Ruſled or bounced aturn or two 1n ire, 
She mounts the Coach like ?haetos all on fire, 
Fit for the impreſſions of all forts of evill, 

And whirles up towards the Lawyers and the De- 

vill. 

There Ployaes in his laced Ruff Harci'd on edge 
Peeps like an Adder through a quick-ſer hedge, 

And brings his ſtale demyr co {top che courſe. 

Of her proceedings with her yoke of horie, + 
Then falls co handling of che caule and fo 
 Shews her the poſture of ber overthrow, 
Bat yer for all his Law, and double fees 
She'l bring him to joyn ifſue on his knees : 
And make him pay for expedition too, 

Thus the gray fox aRts his green lins anew, 
; And 
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And well he ſcapes if all his Norman ſenſe 
Can ſave the burning of his Evidence. 
But out at lait ſhe's huddled in the dark, 
Man'd lixe a Lady Client by the Clerk. 
And ſo the nimble yongſter at the parting 
Extorts a ſmack perhaps before the carting. 
Down Fleetſtreet next ſhe rowls with powdred 
creſt, | a 
To ſpring clip'd half Crowns in the Euckow's 
For now the Heroes of the yard have ſhut 
T heir ſhops, and loll upon their bulks to put 
The Ladies to the {queek if ſo perhaps 
T heir miſtreſſes can ſpare them from their laps: 
Not far ſhe waves, and fails before ſhe clings 
Witch the young tribe for pendents, lace, and 
rings; 
But there poor totter'd adam,hough too late 
Shee meets che copſie-turvey of her ſtate ; 
For the calm*d Boyes,having nought left co pay, 
Are forc'd to pawn her, and ſo run away. 
On this the dreadfull Drawer ſoon appears, 
Like her ill Genszs about her ears, 
With along bill of 1temsthat affcight 
Worle than a skull of Halberds in the night, 
For now the Jay*s compell'd ro yntruſs all 
The tackling upon tick from every ſtall, 
Each ſharing Broker of her borrow'd dreſs 
Seems to do pennance in her nakedneſs. 
For not a Lady of the noble game, 


But is compos at leaſt of all Long Lone ; 
| An 


hw wy 4 


Lo mn 


£©Aa FFB Mz s MT, 


Ce 


£ 


POE MS. 135 


An Animal together blow'd and made, 
And up'd of all the fhreas of every T rade. 

Thus purely now herſelt homewards ſhe packs, 
Exciz'd in all the Diale&s of her knacks ; 
Squeez*d tothe utmoſt thred, and lateft grain, 
Like Meteors tols'd totheir firlt grit again, 

A lane, a lane, ſhee comes, ſumni'd down to 
But ſhame and a thin-under-petticoar (novght. 
Bur leſt | ſhould purſue her to the quick, 

I paſs : The chaſe lies now to near the nick. 

In pity Satyy then the laſh ler fall ; 

He knows her beſt that ſcans her nor at all. 

And though thou ſeems diſcourteous not to 

ſave her, 

No matter, when thou leav'it there's one will 

| havehber. 


The Times. 


O ſpeak in wet- ſhod eyes,& drowned looks 
Sad broken accents, and a vein that brooks 
No ſpirit, lite, or vigour, were to own 
The cruſh and criumph of afMliction , 
And creeping with Themsſtocles to be 
The pale-fac'd penſioners of our enemy, 
No *tis the glory of the ſoul ro rife 
By falls, and at rebound to pierce the skies. 
Like a brave Coxrſer ſtanding on the ſand 
Of ſome bigh»-wor king Fretam views a land, 
| | Smiling 
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Smiling with ſweets upon the diſtant fide, 
Garniſh'd in all her gay imbroidred pride, 
Larded with ſprings, and freng'd with curled 

woods, 
I'mpartienc bounces in the capring floods, 
Big wich a nobler fury chan that itream 
Of ſhallow violence he meets in them, (way 
' Thence arim'd with ſcorn and courage ploughs a 
Through the impoſtum'd billows of the Sea z 
And makes the grumbling Surges ſlaves to oar 


And waft him (afely co the further ſhore : k 


Where landed, in a ſoveraign diſdain 

He turns back, and ſurveys che foaming main, 
Whiles che juhjeRed waters flowing reel, 
Ambitious yet to waſh the victor's beel, 

In ſuch a noble equipage ſhould wee 

Embrace th*encounter of our mifery, 

Nor like a field of corn, that hangs the head 
For every tempeſt ,every petty dread. 

Croſſes were the beſt Chriſtians arms: and we 
That hope a wiſhedCanaan once to lee, 

Mult nor expect a carpet-way alone 

Without a red-Sea of affliction. 

Then calt the dice,lets foord old Rabicon, 
Ceſar 'as thine, man is but once undone. 

Tread ſoftly through, leſt Scy//a's ghoſt awake, 
And us1!'ch' roll of his Proſcrsprions take. 

Rome 1s reviv'd, and the Triamwvirate 

In the black 7ſlazd are once more a State , 

The City trembles : There's no third to ſhield, 
It once A#guſtus to Antonins yield, Law 
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Law ſhall not ſhelter Czcero, the robe - 
The Senate : Proud ſucceſs admits no Probe 
Of Juſtice to corre or {quare the tate 
That bears. down all as illegitimate ; 
For whatſoever it liſts ro overthrow, 
t either finds 1t,or elſe makes it ſo, 

Thus Tyranuy'sa ſtately Pallace, where 
Ambition ſweats to climbe and nultle there; 
But when 'cis entred, what hopes thenremain ? 
There is no ſally port to come out again. 
For miſchief muſt row! on, and gliding grow, 
Like lictle rivvlets that gently flow ( creaſe 
From their firit bubling ſprings, bur till in- 
And ſwell their channel as they mend heir pace; 
Till in a glorious tide of villany 
They over-run the banks,and poſting fly 
Like th*bcllowing waves in tumults, till they can 
Diſplay themlelves in a full Ocean. 
And if blind rage ſhould chance to miſs its way, 
Brings ſtock enough alone to make a Sea, ... * 

Thus treble trealons are ſecur'd and drowrn'd'« 

By louder cries of deeper mouth and ſound wif 
And high attempts ſwallow a puny plot 
As Cannons over-whelm the ſmaller ſhot. 
Whiles the deaf ſenſeleſs world inur'd a while 
( Like the Catadypi at the fall of Nile ) 


To the fierce tumblirg wonder, think it none 
T bus cuſtom hallows irreligion | 

And ftroaks the patient breaſt till he admit 
The now-grown-light and neceſſary bit, 


By 
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But whether do I ramble ? Gayled times 
Cannot endure a ſmart hand ore their crimes. 
Diſtracted age ! What dialeR or faſhion 
Shall 1 aſſume? to paſs the approbation 
Of chy cenſorious $5494 ; which now fit 
High Areopagites to deſtroy all wit ? 

I cannot ſay, I ſay, thacT amone 
Of th*Charch of Ely bouſe or Abbington, 

Nor of thoſe pretious ſpirits that can deal 

The pomeprarnates of grace at every meal, 

No zealous Hemp-dre (for yet dipp'd me in 

The Laver of Adoption from my in. 

But yet ifin{piration or a tale 

Of z longWvaſted fix-hours length prevail, 

A ſmooth certificate from the ſilterhood, 

Or to be termed holy before good, 

Religious malice, or a faith *thout works, 
Other then may proclaim us Fews or Tarks : 

If theſe; cheſe hint ar any thing? Then, then 
Whoop!my deſpairing Hope come back agen : 
For fince the inugdation of grace, 

All honeſty*s under water, or in chaſe. 

But *tiz the old worlds dotape, thereupon 

We feed on creams, imagination, ( reign 
Hufmrours, and croſs-prain'd paſlions which now 
In the decaying elements of the brain, 

"Tis hard to'coin new fancies when there be 

| So few that launch out in diſcoverys 

Nay Arts are fo far from being cheriſhed, 
There's ſcarce a Collage, but has loſt his Head, 
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and almoſt all its Adembers : Oh ſad wound ! 

Where never an Artery could be judged found ! 

To what a height is Vice now tower'd? When we 

Dare not miſcall it an O6/iquiry ? 

So confident, and carrying ſuch an aw, 

Thatit ſubſcribes its ſelf no leſs than Law ? 

If this be reformation then ? the great 

Account purſued with ſo much blood and ſweat? 
In what black lines ſhall our ſad tory be 

Deliver'd over to poſterity ? 

With what a daſh and ſcar ſhall we be read : 

How has Dame Natare in us ſuffered? 

Who of all Centuries the firſt age are 

Thac ſunk the World for want of due repair ? 
When firit we iſſued out in cries and tears, 

( Thoſe ſalt preſages of our future years ) 

Head-long we droprt into a quiet calm. 

Times crown'd with roſie pgarlands, ſpice, and 
balm, 

Where firſt a glorious Charch and mother came, 

 Embrac'd us in her arms, gave us a name, 

By which we live, and an indulgent breſt 

Flowing with ſtream to an eternall reſt. 

Thus raviſh'd the poor Sox/could not gheſs 
even, 

Which was more kind to her yet, earth,*or hea- 

Or rather wrapped in a pious doubt ( ven, 

Of heaven, whether ſhe were in or out. 
Next the Great Father of our Conntry brings 

His bleffing too ( eventhe Beſt of Kings ) 


Safe 
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Safe and well grounded Laws to guard our 
- peace, 

And nurſe our virtoes in their juſtincreaſe : 

Like a pure f{pring, from whom all graces come, 

Whoſe bounty made it double Chr:ftendom. 

+ Such and ſo ſweet were thoſe Halcyon dayes 

Tbat roſe upon us in our infant rayes ; 

Such a compoſed State we breathed under, 

| Weonely heard of Fove, nere felt his thunder. 

Terrors are then as ſtrange, as love now grown, 

Wrong and revenge live quietly at home - 

T be ſole contention that we underſtood, 

Was arare ſtrife and warin doing good. 
Now let's reflect upon our gratefulneſs. 

How we have added, or ( O !) madeitleſs, 

What are thyimprovements ? what our progreſs, 
where - 

Thoſe handſome aRs, that ſay that ſome men 
were? 

He that to ancient Wreaths can bring no more 

From vs own worth aayes banq*rupt on the ſcore, 

For Fathers Creſts are crowned in the Sox, 

And pg lorie ſpreads by propagation. 

Now vertue thield me ! where ſhall T begin ? 

To what a Labyrinth am I now ſlipp*d in ? 

Whatthall we anſwer them?or whatdeny ? 

, Whac prove ? or rather whether ſhall we fly ? 

Whenthe poor widow:d Charch ſhall ask us. 

where ve? 

Are all her honours, and that filial care - 


We 
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We owed ſo ſweet a Parent as the Spouſe 
OfChrift,which here vouchſat'd co own a houle? 


| Where are her Boazxerges ? and thole rare 


Brave sofis of conſolation which did bear 
The Ark before our J/rael and diſperce 
The Heavenly Manna with ſuch diligence ? 
In chem thefprim'cive Moiro's come to to paſle, 
Ant mortus.{unt, aut docent literas. 
Bleſs*d Virgin, we can only lay we bave (grave. 
Thy Prophets Tombs athong us, and their 
And here and there incolours paint, 
That by thy ruines grew a mighty Sairt 

Next Ceſar lome accaunts are dueto thee, 
But thoſe in blood already written be. 
So lowd andlaiting, in ſuch monſtruous ſhapes, 
So wide the rever to be cloled wound papes ; 


| All ages yet to come with ſhivering (þ311 


Recite the fearfull prev\dent of thy tall, 

Hence we confuce thy tenent Solower, , \ 
Under the Sun a new thins hath becn gone, 
A thing before alMprtern, all pretence 


Ofrule or coppy ſuch a itrange offence, 


Of ſuch original extraQ,thar it bears 


Dare onely irom the Eder of our years 


Laconian Agis,we have read thy face, 


The violence of the Spartan love and hate. 
How Pagans trembled at the thought of thee 
And fled the horor of thy tragedy ; 
T hyeſtes cruel feaſt agd how the Sun 
Shrunk in his $oyoen.heams,jhat (ght to ſhun. 


The 
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The bofoms of all kingdomes open lye, 
Plain and emergent to th*enquiring eye, 
But when we glance upon our native home, 
As the black Center to whom all points come, 
We reſt amazd, and ſilently admire 
How far beyond all ſpleen ours did aſpire. 
All that we dare aflert is but a cry 
Ofan exchanged peace, for Liberty. 
A ſecret term by inſpiration known, 
A miſt that brooks no demonſtration, 
Unleſs we dive into our purſes, where 
We quickly find our freedome purely dear. 

Buc why exclaim you thus? may ſome men 

ſay, 

Againlt the times, when equall night and day 
Keep their juſt courſe? che feafons itill the ſame ? 
As ſweet as when from the firſt hand they 

came 
The influence of the ſtars benigne and free 
As at firſt Peep wp in their infancy ? 
Tis not thoſe itanding motions that divide | 
The ſpace of years,nor the ſwift hours that glide 
Thoſe little particle of age,thar come 
In cthronging ems that made up the Sam, 
That's here intended : Bur our crying crimes, 
Our monſters that abominate the times. 
Tis we that make the Metonymy good 
By being bad, which like a troubled floud 
Nothing produce, but ſlimy mire and dirt, 
And impudence that makes ſhame melepert. 7 

0 
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To travel further in theſe wounds thatiye 
Rankling though ſeeming clovd, were to deny 
Reſt to an o're- watch'd worid, and force :frefh 
tears | 
From ſench'd eyes, new alarm'd by old fears;- 
W hich ifthey thus ſhall heal and top, they be'- 
The firſt that ere were cur'd by Lethargy. 
This only Axiom from ill 7 3s increaſe 
I gather, T here's a time to hold ones peace. 


The Modil of the new Rel19ion. 
VV an | Mr. Vickar in your flying frock? 


Whac news at Babe! now? how ſtands the 
When wags the floud ? no Ephimerides?: (Cock: 
Nought bur confounding of the languages ? 
No more of th*Saints arrival ? or the chance 
Of three pipes two pence and an ordinance *# 
How many,Queer-religions? cleer your throat, 
May a man bave a penny-wor:h?four a groat? 
Or do the fan&o leap at truſs a fayle' ? 
Three tenets clap, while five hang on the 
tayle ? 
No 2 uerpo moat! ? never a knack or wile ? 
To preach tor (poons and wiltles ? croſs or pile? 
No hints of truth on foot ? no ſparks of grace ? 
No late ſprung light ? to dance the wilde-gooſe 
| chaſe ? 
No Spiritual Dragoons that rake their flames 


From tlvinſpiration of the City Dames ? 
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No cftum$of comfort to relieve our cry ? 
No new dealt mince-mear of divinity ? 

Come let's project : By the great late Eclipſe 
We jullly fear a famine of the lips 
For ſprats areroſe ati Omer for a ſowſle, 

Which gripes the Conclave of the lower Houſe, 
Letstherefore vote a cloſe humiliation - 

For opening the ſeal'd eyes of .this blind Na- 

tion, | 

That they may ſee confeflingly, and ſwear 
They have not ſeen at all this fourteen year. 
And for the ſplints and ſpavins too, tis ſaid 

All che joynts bave the' Riffcage, ſincethe head 
 Sweli'd-ſo prodigious and exciz'd the parts 
From all allegiance, but in tears and hearts, 

But zealous Sir,what ſay toa rouch at prayer ? 
How. 2 »ops the ſpirit ? Ja what garb ur ar 
With Soxſe ereR,or pendent, winks'or haw> ? 
Sniveling?or the extention of the jaws* 
Devotion has its mode : Degy Sir hold forth, 
Learning*s aventure of the ſecond worth. 

For fince the people's riſe and its ſad fall, 
We are inipir* from much to none at all, 

Broth:r adiew |! | lee Yare cloſely girt, 

A coſtive Dover gives the Saints the ſquirt, 
Hence (Reader )all our flying news contracts .; 
Like the State's Fleet from the Seas into aRs, 

But where's the model , all this while ; you'le 

ſay, . 

Tis ike the Kefermatgon, run away. 

On 


| 
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On Britannicus bis leap three tory high, and 
his eſcape from London. 


Aul from Damaſcus in a basket llides 
Cran'd by the faithful Brethre» down the ſides 
Of their embattel-d wajs : Br#tanzic ns 
Asloth to cruſt the Brethrens God with ws, 
Slides too, but yet more deſp'rate, and yet thrives 
In his deſcent, needs mult ! the Devil Crives. 
Their cauſe was both the ſame,and herein meet, 
Onely tbeir fall was not with equall feer, 
Which makes the caſe Iambick : Thus we ſee 
How much news falls ſhorc of Devenity. 
Truth was their crying crime:one takes che night 
Th” other the advantage of the new ſprang Light 
To manile his eſcape : How different be | 
The Priſtin and the IMogers Policy ? 
Have Ages their Antipodes ? Yet {ti}] 
Cloſe in the Propagation of ill ? 
Hence flowes this uſe and dotrine from the 
thump. | 
Ilaſt ſuſtain*d (belov'd)) Good wits may jump 
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Content. 


F Air ſtranger ! winged maid, where doſt thoy 
relt | 

Thy ſnowy locks at noon? or on what breaſt 
Of Spices ſlumber ore the ſullen night ? 

Or waking whether doeſt thou take thy flight 7 
Shall 1:go ſeek ſome melancholick grove ? 

The filent theatre of diſpare and love ? 

There court the Bi3rern and the Pellicay 

Thoſe Aie#y Antipodes to the tents of man? 

Or ſitting by ſome pretty prattling ſpring 
Heaprhoarſe Ny#imene her dirges ling ? 

Whiles the rough Satyres dance Cerantees too 
The chattering Sembriefs of her Woo hoo, hos ? 
Or ſhall I trace ſome ice- bound wilderneſs 
Among the caverns of abſtruſe receſs? 
\ Where never pryitig Sun,nor bluſhing Day 
. Could ſteal a glimpſe, or interſqueeze a ray ? 

If not within this ſolitary Cell. 

O whether muſt I poſt? Where doſt thou dwell ? 
Sball | let lole the reins of blind defire ? 

And ſurfet every ravening ſence ? Give fire 

To any trainand tyre voluptuouſneſs 

In all her ſofc varieties of exceſs ? 

And*maeke each day a hiſtory of fin ? 
Drink th? A / mort Sun down and up agen? 

| Improve 
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Improve my-crimes to ſuch a roaring ſcore, 

That when I dy, where others go before 

In whining venial fireams, and quarto pages, 

' My floods mayriſe in folio fink all ages ? 

Or ſhall 1 bathe my felf in widows tears ? 

And build my name in th' curle of them and 
theirs? 

Ship-wrack whole nature ro craw ou? a purſe 

With Cmolten cinders of the univerſe ? 

Belch nought' buc ruin ? and the horrid cries 

Of fire and ſword, and ſwim in drowned eyes ? 

Make Janes to crowns, and ſcepters through th' 
heart's veins 

Of Juſtice, Law, Right, Church and Sove- 
ra!gns ? 

No, no, I trace thee not in this dark way 
Of death, this ſcarlet fireak'd Aceldama. 
Shall Ithen tothe houſe of mourning go ? 

Where the Sal;- Peter V xates do over. flow 
Wich freſh ſupplies of grief ? Freſh tides of brine? 
Or traverſe the wide world in every line? 
Walke through the bowels of each realm and 
Simpling for rules of policy to create (fate 
Strange forms of government of new molds and 
waſlts bo 
Like a French Kickshaw of a thouſand taſts ? 
Or ſhall I dive into the ſecrecy | 
Of Nature where the moſt retir'd doth lye ?. 
, Or ſhall I waſte the caper of my ſoul 


- 


:&, fi ſcrutinies where neither Northern. Pole . 
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Nor Southern conftellation darts alight 
To conſtitute a-latitude or height ? 
Or ſhall 1 float into the watry pale 
Wan kingdom of the Aſoon and there ſet ſail * 
For all the Orss? and kep high holy-day 
With th* Ne&ar- tipling- Gods 1n tht milky-way ? 
Swell Bacchas iripes with a tun of luſty Sack ? 
And lay the Plump Squire flat upon big back ? 
O no, thele revels are too ſhort, too ſour, 
Too {ad,hugg'd, and repented in an hour. 

Shall 1 then plough the Seas to forreign ſoils, 
And rake the pregnant nates for hid ſpoils 
Or with the Anchorzte abhor theeye 
Of hetven, and baniſh all ſociety ? 
Live in and out the world? and paſs my days 
In creading out ſome {trange myſterious maze? 
Taſte every humane fweetr ? Lilly and Role ? 
With all chetharp guard thar about them 

rows ? 

Climbe where diſpair would tremble to ſet foot , 
Spring new impotiibles,and force way to't ? 
Make the whole Globe a Shop of Chymiltry 
To mett down all her atomes, and deſcry 
That ſpall Icta, thar/aſlt pittied grain 
Which whe gull "1 ſonsof men purive in vain? 
Or ſiall i graſp choſe meceors, fame, and praiſe? 
W hich breath by th' charity of the vulgar 

vg:ce? 
Pile honour upon honour till ir crack 
The 4:Jas of my pride,and break it's back ? 

Hold 
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Hold fancy, bold ! for whether wilt thou bear , 
My ſun-burnt hope to loſs ? *Tis, *tis not here. 
Soarthen (My Sox!) about the arched round 

Cf theſe poor ſpangled bliſſes : Here's no ground 

To fix the ſacred foot of pure Content, 

Her manſion's ina higher element. 
Haſtrhou perceiv'd the ſweetneſs of a groan ? 

Or tried the wings of comtemplation ? 

Or haſt thoufound the balm of tears that preſs 

Like Amber, in the dreps of birterneſs ? 

Or haſt thou felt chat ſecret joy that flows 

Againſt the tide of common over-throws? 

Or haſt thou known the dawning of a God 

Upon thee, when his love is ſhed abroad ? 

Or haſt thou heard the ſecret harmony 

Of acalm Conſcience ecchoing in thee 

A Requiem from above ? A ſealed peace 

Beyond the Power of Hell, fin, or deceaſe ? 

Or haſt thou caſted that commanion 

Between a reconciled God and Man ? 

Thar holy intercourſe , thoſe pretious ſmiles 

Diſſolv'd in holy whiſprings between whiles ? 
Here, heres the ſteps lead to her bleſs'd abode; 
Her chair of ſtate is in the throne of God. 


F 
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TEENS x 1-1 
(TE3EV'S THY M | 
FOO} (ft | ay day. 


"gn Gallants, why ſo dull ? What muddy- 
4 cloud TY 
Dwells on the eye' brows of the day ? Why 

ſhroud . £ | 
Yeup yourlelves in the farl'd fails of night, 
And toſling ly at Hull? Hark how delight 
Knocks-with her ſilver wings at every ſenſe ? 
And great Apollo Laureat doth commence ? 

A 

Up! *tis the golden 7-bilze of the year, (Sphegr 
The Stars are all withdrawn from each glad 
Within the tyring rooms of heaven, unleſs 
Some fewihat peep to ſpy our happineſs 
Whiles Phebus tugging of Olympus craw ( Paw 
Smokes his bright ceem along on the Grand 


Hark how the Songſters of the Shady plain 
Cloſe up their Anthems in a melting ſtrain ! 
See where the glictering Nymphs whirle it away 
In Checkling Caravans as blyth as May, 
And th* Chriltal ſweating flowers droop their 

| heads 

In bluſhing ſhame to call you ſlug-a-beds. 
Woelte'but a glance upon Hide-park , and ſwear 
All Argazeyes are fall'n, and fixedthere. Th 

e 
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The dapled lawns with Ladies ſhine and glow, .; . 
Whiles bubling mounts with ſprings of Near 
flow; FOE 
And each kind Turtle (its and bills his Dove . - , 
Like Venus and Adozis lapp'd in love, : . if 


i 


Harke how Amintas in melodious loud | 

Shrill raptures tunes his horn-pipe ! whiles a 
crowd 

Of ſnow-whice milk-ma d; crown'd with gar- 
lands pay. | 

Trip to the ſoft meaſure of his Lay. 

And helds with curds, and cream like *green- 
cheele lye. 

This now or never is the Gall/axy. 


If the facetious Gods ere taken were 

With mortall beauties and difguisJ, tis here. 
See how they mix ſocieties, and tofle 

The tumbling ball into a willing loſſle. ( take 
Thar rh*cwining Ladies on their necks might 
The doubled kiſles which they firlt did flake, 


"Thoſe pretty earneſts of a maiden-head, 

Thoſe ſugred ſeals of love, types of the bed, 

Which to confirm the ſweat conveyance more 

They throng in thouſand cimes ten thouſand 
ſcore. 

Such heavenly ſurfeits as they ſporting lye. 

Thus catch they from each others lip and eye. 


The 
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The game at beſt,the girls ay rou/d mult be, 
Where Croyden and Mopſa, he and ſhe 

Each happy pair make one Hermaphbrodite. 

And tumbling bounce together black and white. 
Where had you ſeen the chance, you had not 


known 
Whoſe ſhew had lovelier been {adams or 7oan, 


Then crown the bowl, let every conduit run 
Canary, till we lodge the reeling Sun. 
Tapevery joy,let not a pearlbe ſpilt, 

Till we have ſet the ringing world a tilt. 
And ſacrifice Arabia Felsxin_ 

One bone-fire, one fncenſe offering. 


'Tis Sack, *tis Sack that drowns the thorny 
cares, | 
Which hedge the pillow,and abridge our years, 


| Thequickning Anima Inna, that creates 


( 


Lifein dejeQion,and out-dares the Fares, 
Makes man look big on danger,and out-ſwell 
The fury of chat chrall, chat threatens Hell. 


Chirp round my Boys : let each ſoul take its ſip 
Who knows what falls between the cup and lip ? 
What can a voluntary pale look bring 

Or a deep ſigh to leſſen ſuffering ? 

Has mifchief any pity or regard ? 

The foyl of miſery is a breaſt prepar'd, 


l Hence 


a wed to cca©S mM _-m" co 


POEMS. 153 


Hence then with folded arms,eclipfed eyes, 

And low impriſon'd groans, meek cowardile. 

Urge not with oars death that in full ſail comes ;— 
Nor walk in foreſta'd blacks to the dark tombs, 
But rather then the eternall jaws ſhall gape, — 
Gallop with C#rtizs down the gallant hap. 


Mean time here's that ſhall make onr ſhackles. 
light, | 

a the diſmall terrors walk by night, 

*Tis this that chears the CR revives 

The benum'd captive crampt in his cold gyves. 

Kingdomes and Cottages, the 2/1 and Thrope, 

Sackthe Grand Leveiller commands alone. 


*Tis Sack that rocks the boiling brain to reſt, 

C onfiru's the aged hams, and worms the breaſt 

Of gallantry to ation, runs half-ſhare 

And merall with the buff-fac*d Sons of war. * © 

*Tis wit, 'tis art, *cis{trength, 'tis all and more; 

__ loaſe the flood-gates George, we'le pay or 
COTE. 


| 4n Epigram to Doulus. 


Tye advanc'd upon a goodly Steed, 
Came mounting ore the plain in very 
deed, 
Whereat the people cring*d and bow'd the knee, 
In honour of my Lord's rich livery. 
| : | Hence 
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Hence-ſwell-hot Doxlzr, nor.erect thy creſt, 
Twas for the Goddeſs lake we capp'd the beaſt, 
An Epigram on ehe' Proploof England. 
Weating and chafing hot 4r4elio cries : 
A Boat a Boat, elie;farewel! all che prize. 


But having once ſet foot upon the deep 
Hot-ſpur Ardelio fell faſt a fleep. 


_ So we on fire; with zealous diſcontent, 


Call'd out a3Parliament, a Parliament x 


Which being obtain'd ar laſt, what did they do.? 
Evenſqueez the weol-packs, and lye ſnorting 


to0. | 
Azother. 


Rittain an Orchad ſeem'd to be 
Furniſh'd with natures choiſe variety, 
Temptations golden fruit ofevery ſort, 
Thy Hefperian Garden fatm'd from fein'd report, 
Great boyes and ſmall rogether in we brake, 
No matter what disdain'd Priaprs (pake, 
Up, up, we lifc the great Boyes in the trees, 
Hoping a common ſhare to ſympathize: 
But they no fooner there, negleRed ftreight” 
The ſhoukders that ſo rais'd them to this 
height : . 
And fellto ftuffing of theirown bapgs firft, 
And as their treature grew,fo did their _ 
hiles 
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Whiles weinleanexpeRance gaping ſtands: Is! 

For one ſhake from theit'charitable hand! - 

But all in vain, the dropſie of defire 

So ſcorch'd them \three Realms could not ron 
the fire, | 

Be wiſe then in your ale bold youths: : for fear 

The G ardner-catch us, as Moſs caught his Afare 


A Sing: ſong on Clarinda"s Weddpig. - 


Ow that Love '« Holiday i 1s come, 
And Maag the Maid hath ſwept the room 


Andrrit'd her ſpitand por, 


Awake my merry Muſe and (ing 
The Revels and thar other thing Ee 
That muſt not be forgot. 


As the-gray morning dawn'd, *cis ſed 
ILAN broke out of her bed 
Like Cymbiai in her pride: : 


Where ell the Maiden Lights that were 
Comprized within our Hewmyſphere 
Attended at hen ſide. 


But wot you then, wittmuch ado 
They dreſs'd the bride from toptotoe 3 
And brought her from her chamber. | 


Deck'd 
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Deckdin her robes, and garments gay 
More ſumptuous thanthe live-long day 
Or Stars enſhrined 1 in Amber. 


\- The ſparkling bullies of her eyes 
+ Like two eclipſed Suns did i 
- Beneath her cryſtall brow, 


To Fw like thoſe "">M accidents 
Some ſudden changeable events 
| Were like to hap below. 


Her theeks beſtreak'd with white and red, 
Like pretty tell.tails of the bed 
'Braſag'd the bluſt' ring night, 


With his-enci rdlingartns and ſhade 
Relolv'd to ſwallow and inyade 
"And skreen her "eg light 


Her lipsthoſe threds. of ſcarlet dye, 
Wherein Love's charms and quiver lye, 
Legions of ſweets did crown, 


Which ſmilingly did ſeem to ſay 
O crop me, crop me, whiles you may, 
Anon th're not mine own. 


Her 
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Her breaſts thoſe melting Alps of ſnow; 
© On whoſe fair hills in open ſhow 
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The God of Love lay napping 


Like ſwelling Buts of lively Wine 
Upon their ivory ſteels did thine 


To wait the lucky tapping. 


Her waſte that tender type of man, 
Was but a ſmall and ſingle ſpan, + 


Yet Ldare ſafely ſwear, 


He that. whole thouſand: has 1n fee, 
Would forfeit all ſo he might be 


Lord of the Mannor there, 


{ Butnow before I paſſe theline, 
Pray Reader give meleaye'to dine, 


And pauſe herein the middle ; 


The Bridegroom and the Parſon knock, 
With all the Hymeneall flock, 


The Plum-cake and the Fiddle, 


| When as the Prieſt C/arinda ſees, 
He ſtar'd as't had been halt his fees 


To gaze upon her face : 


And 
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And if the ſpirit did not-move; 


His continance was far above 
Each linner in the olace, 


With mickle ſtir he joyr'dtherr hands. 
And hamp'ced them in — bands, 
| As faſt as faſt may be : 


Where ſtill me thinks, me thinks,l hear 
Thar ſecret Ggh in- every car, | 
' Once love remember me ! 


Which done, the Ceock he knock'd amain, 
And up the diſhes ina train | 
- Come ſmoakingtwo "ey two; 


With that they wip'd their tnouths and fate, -- 


Some fell to quaſſing, ſome to prate, 
Ay marry and welcome too 


Jo pairs they thus impal'd the meat 
Roger and Margaret, and Thomas and Kate, 
Ralpb and Beſs, Andrew and Mandlin, 


And / alentine eke with Sybil ſo ſweer, (meet 


Whoſe cheeks on each fide of her ſnuffers did 
As roundand as plump as a codling , 


When 
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When at the laſt they had fetched their freez; | 


And mired their ſtomacks quite up to the knees 
In claret and good chear ; 


Then, then began the merry din, 
. For as it was thought they were all'on the pin, 
O what kiſſing and cliping was there ! 


But as luck would haveit the Parſon ſaid prace, 
And to frisking and dancing they ſhuffled apace, 
EachLad took his Laſs by the fiſt, 


And,when he had ſqueez'd her, and gaum'd her 
untill | 

"The far of her face ran down like a mill, 

He toll'd for the reſt ofthe griſt. 


| Inſwetandin duſt having waſted the day, 
" They enter'd upon the laſt aR of the play, 
The Bride to her bed was convey'd, 


Where knee deep each hand fell down to the 
ground, ( found , 

And in ſeeking the Garter much pleaſure was 
*Twould have made a mans arm have firay'd. 


This clutter ore Clarinds lay 
Halfe bedded, like the peeping day 
Behind O/ympas cap , 


L 2 Whiles 
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Whiles at her head each twittring Girle 
The fatal ſtocking quick did whirle 
To know the lucky hap. 


The Bridegroom in at laſt did ruſltle, 
All diſappoineediin the buſtle, 
The Maidens had ſhav'd his breeches , 


But let us not complain, cis well 
Inſach a ſtorm I can youtell 
He ſav'd his other ſtitches. 


And now he bouric'd into the bed, 
Even juſt as if a man bad ſed, 
| Fair Lady. have at all; 


Where twiſted at the hog they lay, 
. Like Yexxs andthe ſprightly boy, 
O who would fear the fall ? 


Thus both with loves ſweet tapers fired, 
Andthouſand balmy kiſles tired 
They could not wait the reſt, 


--/ Butout the folk and candles fled, . 
\ And to't they went, but whae they did 
"os There lies the cream o'ch' jeſt, 


Thg 


| 
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: The Mirtle-Grove. 


Uſt as the reeling Sun came ſliding down 

A mong the Moors, and Tethisin a Gown 
Of ſea- grean watchet fertled roembrace 
Her great Apollo from his circled race, 
And the ſtreak'd heavens did themſelves bgelt 
| | Intoa larger 1r:s, to inveſt | 
| And canopy tl illuſtrious lovely pair. 

| In a Diaphanoxs Robe of coſtly ayre : 

Claringa role amidlt the Airtle-grove, 

Like the ,2 cen mother of the ſtars above. 
But that Claringda's was no borrow'd Light, 
Nor could it, where ſhe was,be deem'd amight, - 
Such was the naturall glories ſhe put on, 
They ow*d go being to refletion. 
Whiles the inſpir'd Maſficians of the wopd, 
Raviſh'd at the new day, powr'd our a floud. 
Of quavering melody in honyed ſtrains 
To court the glittering Deity of the plains. 
Thoſepretty flow'ry beds of fweets that now 
Had clog'd their heads up in an amber dew 
Of cears, ro mourn the drowſie Sun's good 

night, | 
Warm'd with a nobler ardor ſprung up-right, 

And threw the mantles of dull ſleep a (ide 

_ Inadiſplaid and mericorious pride, 
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To ſtretw with rich perfames her balmy way, 

Which grew more tragrant by her aQtiye ray. 
Thus ſweetly woo'd'Clarmaa laid her down 

On a curl'd quilt of roſes fondly grown 

' Proud of their own oppreſſion, whiles they may 

Kiſs the dear burden which upon them lay ; 

Then skreen'd with harmony, ſhe ſtrerch'd a» 

; Jon 

Updn ber Damask Conch,where a bright throng 

Of Graces hover'd ore the firmament - 

Of her pure orbs drawn toa full extent : 

Whilesa ſoft gale of wanton wind that blew, 

Did port her willing glories into view. 

But I, poor dazled1; not daring here. 

Tattempt the ſplender of each naked ſphear, 

Stood peeping through the Opricks of the ſhade, , 

Which to my ſight a kind refleRion made. | 

-  Hereyes halt ſhut up in their chryſtal caſe 

Stood twinkling Centinels upon her face ; 

Or elſe totake the proſpeR of thoſe fields 

Of beauty which that owing Temple yields, 

Her coral lips ten thouſand ſmiles enthron'd, 

' Likecſuſtred grapes, which for a vintage 

Sroan'd. ; 

T he {vory palace of her ſtately neck 

Cloth'd wich Majeftick awe, did ſeem to check 

The looſer paſtime of her gameſome hair, 

Which in wild rings ran trick about the ayre. 

Her amorous breſts ſwell'd co a lovely riſe 

Of dripping plenty, a twinn'd Paradiſe 


Of 
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Of milk and honey, exhal'd my roving eye 

Into a ſoul enſnarihg extaſie. - + | 

And had Lnotrecoy/'d without delay, - !. 

I there had wandredit the milky way: 

Her belly.like the: ce of Clwbs, fo white, 

So blackthe {lratting-pillow of delighr, 

So fired the catching tinder of my.ſeate, 

That-I no longer Student.could commence, 

But freight weighed:anchor and rack'd up the 

To the main-yard, waiting a [tiffer gale ( fail 

To paſs methrough thoſe tickliſh ftreightes of 

Into the full Adearterranian ( Man 

Ar laſt [ plung'd ifto the E/y fan charms, | 

Faſt claſp'd by the arched:Zediach of her arms. 

» Thoſe cloſes clings bf love, where I pertaked 
Strong hopes of bliſs; but ſo, O ſo,T waked f? 


Tomy honoured friend Mr. T. C. that askid me. 
how 1 liked his Miſtreſs being an old widow. *: 


Uc prithee firſt how Tong haſt been 
Loſt in chis ſad eſtate of fin ? 
That the milde Gout, or Pox, or worſe 
Serves not [0 expiate thy curſe ? 
Some Peſtilence elſe maybe thought upon, 
And not ſuch abſolute damnation. 
Are rocks and halcers grown ſo dear 
T batihere's no periſhing but here 
Does no Committee yet ſurvive, 
Thoſe cheaper Gregories of men alive ? 
L 4 It 
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Ifrhou wilt needs to.See, Oh muſt it be 
In an old Gall;aſſe of fixty three ? 
A fnail crawl'd botom ? A gray bark 
That itood ar-font for Noab's Ark ? 
Whole wrinkled poop in figures furl'd 
- Deſcribes her travells round the world ? 
A Nut w® when th'haſt crack'd & fumbled ore, 
Thov'lt find the 8quiri/ has been' thete before? 
Then raiſe the liege from'falling on : 
That old diſmantled garriſon. 
Raſh Lover ſpeak, what pleaſure hath 
+. Thy Spring in ſuch an Afrermarh ? 
Who, were ſhe to the belt advantage ſpread, 
Is.but the dull husk of a maiden-bead. 
How canft thou then delight the ſenſe - 
In beauties przterperfcct tenſe? 
And dote upon that hee ſtone face 
Which wears bur the records of grace ? 
Whoſe antick 4onafry brapgs but a Cheſ 
Of venerable Reliques at the belt ? 
O can there fuch a famine be 
; Of piping-hot virginity, 
That thou are forced to {lur and cheat 
Thy tomach with tbe broken meat ? 
Why he that woes a Wi4ozy does no more 
Then court that Puagmire, where one ſunk be- 
Fee, prize not then thoſe Arras-Looks (fore, 
Sullied and chumb'd like Town- hall Books | 
T like thy fancy wellto l::ve - 
Ics miſery fo near its Gra. 


And 


« 
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and tis a generall ſhrifc, that moſt men uſe,  _'+ | 
But yer tis redious waiting dead mens ſhooes,” **- | 
[Ptwere thy plot 1 do confeſs nom off ; 
For to make umm? of her greaſe, 
Or ſwop her to the Papet Mill, 
t his were extraQing good from ill. : 
But if thou wed*{t on ariy worſe condition, © | 
Thoul*c prove Delinquent for thy Superſtition. 
Buc prithee hold; let me adviſe, . 
Perhaps ſhe's rich and fertns a prize, 
New chalk'd, new rigg'd, a ſtately Friggot, 
Bur yert-ſtie's rapp'dat lower ſpiggot. 
Yet if no-med'cine for thy'\prief be toynd, 
There's {mall ods Tom *twixt being Rang'd or 
drowned. 08 TRAV 540 


LEY 


7 The Engagement Stated. 


B+ gon Expoſiter : the Text is plain, 

No Church, no Lord,nd Law, no Soveraign 
Away with mentall reſervations, and 
Senſes of Oaths in'files out-vy the Srraxg, 

Here's hell truſs'din a thimble, in a breath 
Dares face the hazard of the ſecond death. 
The Saints are grown Laconians, and can twiſt 

_.. Perjury up in pills like Leydes griſt, 

Bur mrs precize Deponents : Though the 
ear | | 


Of Zeal in C atar-s digeſts ſuch meat, 
; : My 
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My cold concoRion ſhrinks, and-my advance 
Deiveowomly to approach your Ordinance ; 
The ſigne's in Cancer, and the Zodiack rurns 
Leonick, rowl'd in curls while Terra burns 
What though your fancies are ſublim'd co 
reach | | 
Thoſe fatall reigns ? Succeſs and will can teach 
But raſh divinity. A ſad renown | _ | 
Where one man fell to ſee a million drown. 
When neither Arts nor Arms can ſerve to 
fight, t 
And wreſt a title from its law and right, 
Muſt malice; piece the-7 7argum? and make clear 
The ſcruple elſe-we will reſolve to ſwear? 
Nay out-ſwear all that we have ſworn before, 
And make good leſſer crimes by ating more 
And moon fidbiens ?This, chis extendsthe line 
And fitgjies the puny foul of Cataline. | 
On this account all thoſe whole fortunes 
croſt, 
And "xa eſtates, may turn Knights of the 
Poſt.” op 
Fanlx we out-vy'd thee, ſince thy plot fell 
lame; 
We found a cloſer ſeller for the ſame, 
Piling the fatall Powder in our mouths, 
_— in an Oath diſcharg'd blew up the 
Houſe ; 
Maugre' Mounteagle, aſps not throughly ſlain, 
Their poiſon in an age may live again. FS Up 
. | 300 
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The myſtery of your iniquity 
May a man courſe a cur ? And freely-hos.?. 
The Queſtion ? Or the formall paradox ? | 
But as in phylick, ſo-in his device 
This querk of policy the point is nice, | 
For he that in this model means to.thrive, . 
Maſt firſt ſubſcribe to the preparative ; : 
Like Witches compact EIN: 
faith, 
And ſoak up all what ere the Spirit faith , 
Then ſeal and fign. $y//a threw three bars 
ſhort, 
He had a ſword indeed but no Text fort. 
Old Rome lament thy infancy in ſin, 
We perfect, what thou trembVſt to begin 


Þ luſh then to ſee thy ſelf out-done, - Burall | 


The world may grieve, 'tis epidemical. - 

Heaven frowns indeed. But that makes hell 
enraged? 

Sweet Pluto be at peace we bave Engaped.: 


Prelegenda, to the ſucceeding Poem, . 


viz, The Wife-hater : 


To 
Why Women where made. 


WW Omani inthe begining (as *tis ſaid) 


To bean help to man was chiefly made , 
Then 


167 
Good Demas cuff your Bear, then ſs 


: 
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_ ought not women much to be commen- 
 Ged, 

TI th” end for which they were inten- 
TM | 

[ Women were made to help men, lo they do, 

\ Some unto ſorrow, grief, diſeaſes too , 

Others do their kind husbands help to ſpend 
Their whote eſtates, thus anſwer they their end, 
Some help men unto morethen they were born, 
To have (1mean) A#2ons head and horn, 


2, 
Of what Weman was made. 


Crooked-condition'd Nature made her, when 
She form*d her'of the crookedſt parts in men : 
Nature firſt fram'd her of a mans rib, ſhe 
"_—_ can't chuſe, but a croſs-prain'd creature 
e, | 
And ever ſince ( it may not be deni'd ) 
Poor man'hath fubject been to a ſtich ' th? ſide. 
Yet ſome there are,who in a/gratefujl mind, 
— ſoundly rib their hasbands , conld they 
nde | 
A good tough Cudgel, and make this their an- 
ſwer, | 
They but reſtore what Eve ſtole from their 
Granſire ? 
And cis reaſon too ( as'c hath been cri'd ) 
A bad wife fits ſo cloſe to her husbands fide, q 
| | What 


of 
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3 1 


What they committed, ſo ſoon as they were mage. 


No ſooner made, but ſhe runs into all 

Miſchief herſelf, then cauſerh man to fall : 

And now that judgement on their ſex is doub- 
led, 

They'r with a two- fold falling-ſfickneſs troubled. 


&o 4 
To what they are fw likened. 


Women in love and luſt compared be 

Unto a pumice-ſtone, for that we ſee 

- 1s full of holes, fo they, when once in love, 
Moſt hallow-hearted to their ſervants prove 
In love they like it are, becauſe they diſſemble, 
But when they luſt moſt, they it moſt reſemble, 
Play with a luſtfull girle, and yon ſhall ſee, 
How like unto the pumice.ſtone ſhe'l be, 
Which way ſoe're you do her troul, 

You! find againſt you till an open hole. 


VITU- 


PO 
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V ITOPERIOAM UXﬀXORIS. | 
SITS 4 ; 
OR, 


THE WIFE-HATER. 


E that intends to take a wife, | 

[I tell him, what a kind of life | 

* He muſtbeſureto lead; 

If ſhe*s a yonng and tender heart, | 
Not documented in Loves art, 

| Much teaching ſhe will need, 


ay | 


For where-there is no path, one may 
Be:tir'd before he find the way; 
o_ Nay, when he's at his treaſure, 
The gap,perhaps will prove ſo ſtraight, 
That he for entrance long may wait, 
And make a coil of's pleaſure. 


Gs 
Or if one old, and paſt her doing, 
- He will the chamber-maid be wooing, 
NE NS, To buy her ware the cheaper 


'\ Burifhechuſe one moſt formoſe, 


 \ Ripe for'ſhe'l prove libidinous, 
E 5 Argus himſelf (ha'nt keep her. 
4+ For. 
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Fot when thoſe things are neatly dreſt, 
They 'l entertain each wanton gueſt, 9 
Nor for your honour care; 
Ifany give their pride a fall, 
Th'have, leart'd atrick to bear withall, 
 Soyoutheir charges bear. 


Or if you chance to play your Same 
With a dull, fat, groſs, heavy Dame, 
Your richesto encreaſe, 
Alaſſe! ſhe will but jear you for', 
Bid you to find out better ſport, 
Lie with a pot of greaſe. 


6. 
TFT If meager— be thy delight, 
She'l conquer in venereal fight, 
And waſte thee to the bones. 
Such kind of girles hike'to your Mill, 
The more you give, the more crave they will, 
Or elſe they'le grind the ſtones. 


7 *. 
If black, *tis ods ſhe's div*liſh proud , : 
If ſhort, Z antippe like, too loud, 
If long, the'l —_—_ be, 


Fooliſh (the Proverb layes )if fair ; 
It wiſe and comely ms / $ there, 

ſt the do Cuckold thee 
8. If 
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8. 
If ſhe bring ſtore of money, ſuch 
Are like to domineer too much, 
. . Prove Mrs, no good Wife : 
And when they cannot keep you under, 
They'l fil the houſe with ſcolding thunder, 
What worſe than ſuch a life ? 


9. 
Bat if their Dowry only be 
Beauty, farewell felicity, | 
Thy fortune's caſt away, 
Thou muſt be ſure to ſatisfe her 
In belly, and in back-defire, | 
To labour night and day. 


IO, 
And rather then her pride give 0'ce, 
She'l turn perhaps an honour'd whore, 
And thov'lt Aﬀeos'd be, 
Whileſt like Aeon thou mayeſt weep, 
To think thou forced art to keep 
| Such as devoure thee. 


II. 

If being Noble thou doſt wed 
A ſeryile creature, baſely bred, 

Thy family it defaces ; 
If being mean, one nobly born, | 
She'l ſwear to exalc a Courtlike horn, |. 

Thy low deſcent it graces. 

If 
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I 2. | _- 

if one tongue be too much for any, 

Then he who takes a wife with many, 


Knowes not what may betide him. 


She whom he did for the learning honour, 
To ſcold by book will take.upon her, 
Rahecorically chide him, 


13, 
If both her parents livirs are, 
To pleaſe them you mult t:ke great care, 
Or ſpoil your future fortune: 
But if departed tare this life 
You mult be parent to your wife, 
And father all, be certain. 


14, 
If bravely dreſt fair fac*d and witty, 
Shel ofc be gadCinp to the City, 
Nor can you fay her nay. 
She'l tell you (if you her deny ) 
Since women have terms ſhe knows not why 
But they ſtill keep chem may, 


I 5: 
It thou make choice of Country ware. 

Of being Cuckold there's leſs fear , n 
But ſtupid _— 
May teach her how to ſleep all night, 

And take a great deal more delighe, 
To milk the Cowes than thee; 

M Concoction 
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16. | 
ConcoRion makes their blood agree 
Too aecar, wherc's conſangninity ; 
Then let no kin be choſen, 
He looſeth one part of his treaſure, 


Who thus confineth all his pleaſure 
Toth arms of a firſt Coen. 


I7. 
te! QEer © i2ve her at Command, 
Wi 6 12155 2 Wife at Tecond band : 
 Theackule no widowed mother, 
The =_ * cut of that Hit you love, 
iF otters had, why main'c you prove 
Bur caiter £0 another ? 


KS. 
Belccs i? the bring chiidren many, 
"Tis like by thee Mele not have any, 
Bur prove 2 barren Doe: 
Or «if by chem ſhe nere had one, 
By tbee "tis likely ſec! have none. 
Whilſt thou for weak-back g0. 


{ fowing 
For there where other Gardner s have been 
Thezr feed but ner could fod it growing, 
You cult exipett fotos 
And where the Terra g:copnits 
"S0'c = *d, you mult ic fallow lay, 
And fill for weak-back go. 
20, Theo 
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20. 
Then cruſt not a maiden face, 
Nor conticence in widowes place ; 
| . Thoſe weaker veſlels may 
Spring leak, or ſplit, agaiolt a rock, 
And when your fame's wraprt ina ſmock, 
| 'Tis ealily calt away. 


| 21, 
| Yer be ſhe fair, foul, ſhorr, or tall, 
You for a time may love them all, - 
Call them your ſoul, your life, 
And one by one them undermine, 
As Courtizan, or Concubine, 
Bur never as married Wife 


He who conſiders this may end the ſtrife, 
Confeſle no trouble like unto a Wife. 
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AN ELEGIE 
1; 9 
Mr. 7obn Cleaveland. 


Rime Witsare prun'd the firſt this may ap- 
- pear 

By that high valued picce interred here ; 
Whoſe Laureat Genius wrapt with ſacred skill 
Prov'd his extration from Pernaſſus Hill , 
Whoſe Fame, like Pa/las Flame; ſhone in each 
Crowning his Fancy royally divine. {( clime. 
Rich in Elixar'd meaſures, and in all | 
Thar could breath Senſe in airs Emphaticall, 
Pure Love his Native influence, a lot ( Scot, * 
Given him from Heayv*n, No people ſave the | 
Buc did affect him:—— Theſe had loy'd him too, 
Had be ſchool'd Baſenerſs with a ſmootherBrow; 
But bis refined temper ſcorn'd engage 
His Pex to time, or humour any ape. 

Compleat 1n all that mightcrue honour gain, 
Onely an enemy to Withers Strain : 
Holding it {till the Prodigy of Time 
To Canonize a Poet for a Ryme. 

Free in fruition of himſelf: Content, 
In what diſ-reliſh'd ſervile Sp'rits, Reſtraint. 
Now ſome will ſay, his Volume was to ſmall, 
To reare an Hermian Arch or Eſcurall 

To 


\% 


| 
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To his dilated Fame :—- O do not put 

Theſe frivolous ObjeRions ! Homers Nur 
Inclos'd a {iving I/iad. *Tis not much 
Perpetuates our Memory, but ſuch 

As can a& wonders and-apply a cure ld 2-4 
To States ſurprized with a Calenture : 

And whith their Quill beyond all Chymick Art 
Purge the corruptions of a ſtate-fick Heart 

By rare Phlebotomy : — This art was his, 
Which made his name ſo pretious as it is, 

Sach was the Practice of a Goldex Time 
To ſpare the Perſon, but to tax the Crime : 

Age is not ſummon'd by years but hours asT imes, 
So Works are ballanc'd,not by Leafs but Lizes. 
Clitas affirm'd, and bound it with an Oath 
That Ce//as Poems were mere food for th* Moth: 
And for thoſe Manuſcripts which Mavins writ, 
They mighr be {tyl'd the Surpuedry of Wir. © 
Look home, weigh the Fancies of theſe days 

And yowl conclude, they merit equall praiſe: 

A Title or a Frontiſpiece in plate 

Drawn from a Perſon of deſertleſs State, 


| Lures Legions of Admirers— Wits muſt want 


That hold a diſtance with the Sycophant. 
Timiſts be onely thrivers : But a brain 

Thats free:y generous ſcorns ſervile gain, 

Such was this pure Parzaſſtan whole clear nature 
To gain a world could never brook to flatter, - 
Poize this [mparalel; and you will find : 

A Mine of treaſures in a matchleſs mind, 

M 3 Ne 
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** No more! the Name of Cleaveland ſpeaks to 
**Aliving Annal, dying Elegie. ( me 


Upon the pitiful Elegy writ lately 
on him-3 modeſtly.taxed,and freely 
Vindicated by the candid cen- 
ture of an indeared Brother. 


'Tnce thy.remove from Earth, there came to me 
A Fungrall Elegy addreſs tothee : 
Elegiacks made grati:us by thy Name, 
Bat too ſhort lung*d #0 paralell thy F ame. 
Laurel 4z4,Bays were the Subjifs of bis Pen, 
Wh ofe muddy Auſe deſerved none of then. 
' Aſublimgted ſtile bereft of Senſe, | 
Ts like a-Brain-ſtrapt Juſtice 07 4 Bench, 
Whoſe tones are thunger, Fury and command, 
But 5n a DialeR none underſtand. , 
' Thy native Fancy was no Lucian Dream, 
Deriv'd from th'Chryſtall Rills of Ayppocrene: 
Th, frec-bory Genius diaz ſelf expreſs 
1s Phidias Colours without forreugn ares 
Auch like the Damask Role, bur newly blown. 
And blnſhith in no Tinfnre, but ker ons. 
Such was thy Poelle, which th Albion State 
May envy, or admire ſcarce imitate. 
: InpureſFOaes Bards ſhould thy Isſs bemone 
Ana in ſurviving meaſures, or in none 


For 
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For theſe who want art to imbelitfh worth, 
Wrong them whom they endeavour to fet 
forth. 


—_—_, 


—— _- 
— 


O——_ 


* Sic perit ingenium, Genit ni pignora vitam, 

** Perpetuam itatuant,& Monumenta ftruant. 
'« Aurea fic docilem coluerunt Secula yatem,, 

** Ordine Picr:4zm commemorando parcm. 


_—_— 


_ CHARACTER 
'h : Ofa London-Diurnal. 


[ \ Dwarnal is a punie Chroxicle, ſcarce pin- 
A- feather'd with the* wings of time. It is 
an Hiſtory in ſppets,the Engliſh 7/15ads in a nut- 
ſhelf; the Apocryphal Parliaments Book of Mac- 
cabbees in ſingle ſheets; it would tire a Welch 
Peagree, to reckon up how many Aps *tis remo- 
ved ftroman Aznall:Foritis of that Extra&;on- 
ly of the younger houſe, like a Shrimpto a Lol- 
fer. The Original Sinrerimthis Kind was Dutch 
Gallobelgicns the Protopla,and the modern Mer- 
earies but. Hans-in- Kelders. The Comunteſſe of 
Zealand was broughtto bed of an Almanach, as 
many children as dayes in the year : It may be 
The Legiſlative Laayis of that lincage , ſo ſhe 
ſpawns the Diarnals, and they at Weſtminſter 
rake them in by the names of Scoticas, Civicas, 
Britannicas. In the. Frontiſpieceof the o1d Bel- 
dame Diurnal, like the contents of the Chapter, 
firrerh the Flowſe of Commons, Judging the 
twelve Tribes of I/racl, You may call them the 
Kingdomes Anatomy before the Weekly K alendar: 
For ſuch" is a Dizrnal, the day of the month, 
with what weather in the Commonwealth. It is 
: taken 
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taken for the pulſe of the Body politich, and the 
Emperick Divines of the Aſſembly, thole ſpirita- 


| al Dragooners,thumb it accordingly. © Indeed'it 


isa pretty Synopſis : and thoſe grave Rabbres, 
( though in. point of Divinity) trade in no lar- 


' ger Authors. The Country Carrier, when he 


buys it for the Vicar, miſcalls irthe Urinal : yet 
properly enough, forit calls the water of the 
State, ever fince it ſtaled blood. It differs from 
an 4ulicgr, as the Divel and his Exorciſt, or as 
a black Wi:chdoth from a White one, whole of- 
fice is to unravel her inchantments, 

[c begins uſually with an Ordinance, which is 
a Law-ſti{l-born, dropt before quickned: by the 
Royall aſſent : *Visown of the Parliaments by« 
blows ( ads being ligitimate) and hath no more 
Syre than the Spaniſh Ginnet, that is begotten 
by the wind, | | 
* Thus their Malitia ( like itspatron Mars ) 
is the ifſt:e onely of the 2other, without the con» 
courſe of Royal Fupiter. Yet Law it is, if they 
vore it, though in defiance of their Fandamen. 
tals, like the old Sexton, who ſwore his Clock 


' went true, what ever the ſun faid co the contrary 


The fiext ingreatents Of a Dinrnal is plots, hoy 
r.ble plots, which with wonderfull ſagacity it 
hunts dry-foot, white they are yet in their 
cau'es, tefore Materia prima can put on her 
ſmock. How many ſuch fats of the Aforher have 
troubled the Kingdomes,'and ( for all Sir Wal 


ter 


nz. A Charafter 


zer Earl looks like a Man-midwife ) not yet de- 
livered of fo much as a c#/>ion. But Afors muſt 
have. their Properties ; and ſince the Stages were 
voted down the only P/ay- houſe is at Weſtminſter. 

Suitable to their plots are their Informers, 
Skippers, and T aylors, Spaniels both for the land 
and Water. Good conſcionables xtelligence | For 
however Pim's bill may inflame the reckoning, 
the honeit vermine have not ſo much for /ying as 
the publick Faith. 

Thus a zcaloxs Barbar in ZAoor-fields, while 
he was contriving ome , Puerporcurt of Charch- 
Government, by the help of his out-lyizg ears, 
and the Otacoxſticon of the Spirit, diſcovered 
ſuck a Plot, that Selgex intends to combat Arti- 
guity, and maintain it was a Taylors Gooſe, that 
preſerved the Capto!. | 

I wonder my Lord of Canterbury js not once 
more all-to- beetraytor'd for dealing with the 
Lyons, to ſertle the Cummsſſion of Array in the 
Tower. It would do weil to cramp the Articles 
Dormant, beſides the opportunity of reforming 
thoſe Beaſts of the Prerogative? and changing 
their profaxer vames of Harry and Charles into 
Nehemiah and Eleazar. | 

Suppoſe a Corn-Cmtter, being to give little 
Iſaac a caſt off his effice, ſhould fall to paring his 
Brows, miſtaking the one end for the other, be- 
cauſe he branches at both : This would be a plot, 
and the next Dsarzal would furniſh ypu with 
this ſcail of Votes, Re- 
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Reſolved upon the Queſtion, that this aR of the 
Corn-cutter was an ablolute invaſion of the C#- 
ties Charter, in the repreſentatrwve fortheaa of 
Iſaac. 

Reſolved, that the cvill Counſellors about the 
Corn cutter are Popiſhly effefted, and enemies 
to the State. . 

Refslvea, that there be a publick thavhkggiving 
for ihe great deliverance of 7/aac's Brow antlers: 
and a ſolemn Ccvenant arawnup, to dehie the 
Corn.catter, ard all bis works. 


- Thus the Quixets of this age, fight with the 


Wirdmils of their own heads, quell 0, ſters of 
their own creation, make plots and then diſco» 
verthem : as who fitter to unkennel the-Fox, 
than the/T arricy that is a parc of him ? 

Inthethird place march their Aaventareys : 
the Reund- heads Legend, the Rebels Reomayce,lto= 
ries of a larger {ize than the ears of their Se, 
able to {trangle the bel efof a Sols fidian, 

le preſent them in their order, and firſt as a 
Whiffler before the ſhow, enter $tamferd, one 
that crod the ſtage with the firſt, traverſt his 
ground, made a leg and Ex#, The Comntry= 
people took him for one, that by 0+ dy of the 


 Heuſes, was to dance a Mcrricethrough the Wrf 


of England. Well! heis a nimble Gentleman, let 
him upon Baxks his herſe inva ſaddle rampant,and 
it isa great queſtion, which part of the Cen- 
taur ſhews better tricks. * 


There 
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There was a vote paſting to tranſlate him, 
with all his equipage,into Monumentall Ginger 
bread, bur it was croſſed by the Female, Com- 
mittee, alledging, that the Valovr of his Image 
would biretheir Children by the tongues. 

This Cubir anda half of Commander, by 
the help of a D#arnal, routed his enemies fifcy 
miles off : It is ſtrange you will ſay, and it is 
generally believed, he would as ſoon do it at 
that diſtance, as nearer hand. Sure it was his 
Sword, for which the weapon-ſalve was invent- 
ed, thatſo wounding and healing, like loving 
Correlates, might both work at the ſame re- 
moves, 

"Bur the Squib is run to the end of the 
Rope; Room for the Prodigy of Valour, Madam 
Atropos in breeches, WallersKnight-Errantry : 
and becauſe every Mountebank mult have his 
Zany, throw him Hazelrig to ſe: of the Story , 
theſe two like Bell and the Dragon, are alwayes 
worſhipped in the ſame Chapter, they hunt in 
their couples; what one doth ar the head, the 
other ſcores up at the heel. 

Thus they kill a man over and over, as Hop- 
kins and Sternhold murder the Pſalmes with a- 
nother to the [ame,one chimes all in, and then 
the other ſtrikes up as the Saints-bell. 

[ wonder for how many livez my Lord Hop- 
ton t00k the Leaſe of his body. 

Firit Stamford flew him ; then Waller ou:- 
killed 
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killed that halfa bar; and yet it is thought the 
ſullen Corps would fcarce bleed, were both theſe 

Manſlayers never fo near it, | 
" The fame goesof a Dutch-headſman, that 
he would do his office with ſo much eaſe and 
dexterity, that the head after execution ſhould 
ſtand upon the ſhoulders ; pray God Sir Wills- 
am be not probationer for the place. For as if 
he had the like knack too, moiſt ofthoke whom 
the Diurnals hath ſlain for him, to us poor mor- 
tals ſeem untouchr, 

Thus the Artificers of Death can kill the 
man, without wounding the body, like Light- 
ning that melts the ſword, and never ſingesthe 
Scabbard- Wn | 

This is the 1//;zam, whoſe Lady is the Con- 
querour ; This is the City- Champion, and the 
Dinrnals delight, he that Cuckolds the General 
in his Commiſſion :' For he ſtalks with Eſſex, 
and ſhoots under his belly, becauſe his Excel- 
lency himſelf is not charged there. Yet in all 
this triumph, there is a Whip and a Bell : tranſ- 
late but the Scene to Rownd-way Down. There 
 Hazlerig*s Loblters were turnedints Crabs, and 
crawled backwards : there poor Sir Wi/liam ran 
ro his Wife for a ule of conſolation. 

But the Diarnal is weary of the arm of fleſh, 
and now begins an Hoſanua to Crompel, one 
that hath beat up his dryms clean thorough the 
Old Teſtament ? you may learn the Genealogie 


of 


186 A Charafter 


of our Saviour, by the names of his Regiment, 


The Multer Maſter nles no other Liſt than the 
firit chapter of Matthew, 


Wruh what face can they objeQto the King 


the bringins in of Forraigners, when themſelves 
entertain ſuch an Army of Hebrews? This Crom- 


wel 15 never ſo valorous, as whenhe is making - 


Speeches for the Aſſociation ; which neverthe- 
leſs he doth -ſamewhat ominouſly with his neck 
awry , holding up his ear, as if he expected 
HMahomets Pidgeonto come and prompt him. 
He thould be a bird of prey too \by his bloody 
beak, his Noſe is able to cry a yourg Eagle, 
© whether the de lawfully begotten, Bur all is not 
gold char pliſters: What we wonder at in the reſt 
* of them 1s naturall ro him , ro kill wichour 
blood-fhed : for the moit ofhis Trophies are in 
a Church-window , when a Looking-glals 
would ſhew him more Superſtition. He 1s fo 
pertect a hater of !mapes, that he hath defaced 
God's in his own connrenance. if he deals with 
men, 'cis when he takes them napping in an old 
Alonument then down goes duſt and afo's : and 
theſtoucelt Cavalier is no better. O brave Oli« 
ver | Times Voider, Subſizer to the Worms : in 
Whom Death, who formerly devqured our A- 
ceftors, now chews. the cud. He ſaid grace once, 
as if he would have fallen aboard with the 
Harqgueſs of Newcaſtle : nay and the Dinrnall 
gave you his bill of fare ; but it proved a running 
banquet 
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banquet, as appears by the ſtory; Believe him 
| as he whiltles tro his Cambridge teem of Con 
mittee men, and he doth wonders. But holy men 
(like the boly Langaage-) mult be read back» 
wards. They rifle Colleages to promote Leary . 
$1g, and pull down Charches for edification. But 
Sacriledges 15 entailed upon him : There muſt be 
a Cromwell for Cathedrals,as well as for Abbeys: 
a ſecure {in, whoſe offence carries its pardon in 
irs mouth : For how can he be hang'd for 
Charch-robbery, chat gives himſelf the benefit of 
the Elergy. | 

But for all Crowwels Noſe wears the Domins- 
call Letter compared to Mancheſter, he is but 
like the Yigils co an boly day. This, this is the 
man of God,a ſanifed Thamber-bolt, that Bxr- 
 rowghs, in a proportionable blaſphemy to his 
Lord of Hoſts, would Itilehim the Archangel gi- 
ving battle to the Devsl, 

Indeed, as the Angels, each of them make a 
ſeyerall /pecees, lo every one of his Soxldiers is & 
diſtint Church. Had theſe beaſts been to enter 
into the Ark, it would have puzzled Noah to 
have fuited theminto pairs. If ever there were 
arope of ſand, it were ſo many Secs twiſted in- 
to an Aſſociation. 

They agree 1n nathing, but they are all 4- 
damites in underſtanding. It is the ſign of a 
coward tO, wink, and fight , yet all their valour 
proceeds from their ignorance. 

But 
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Buc I wonder. whence their Generals purity 
proceeds, itis not by traduction : 1f he was be- 
Soren a Saiat it was by equivocal generation : 
for the Devil tn the father, is turn'd Monk in 
the Son, ſo his godlineſs is of the ſame paren- 
rage with good Laws, lioth extracted of bad 
manners; and would he alter the Scripture, as 
he hath attempted the Creed, he might vary 
the Text, and fay ro corruption, Thox art my 
Father. 

This is he, that hath put out one of the 
Kingdomes eyes, by clouding our Mother-U- 
niverſity ; and ( if this Scotch miſt further pre- 
vail ) will extinguiſh this other. He hath the 
like quarrel to both, becauſe both are ſtryng 
with the fame Optich nerve, Knowing Loyalty. 
Barbarous Rebel ! who will be revenged upon 
all Learning, becauſe his Treaſon is beyond the 
me:cy of the book. 

The Diarnal as yet hath not talk'd much of 
Victories, but there is the more. behind : For 
the Knight muſt alwayes beatthe Giant : that's 
reſolved.  Ifany thing fall out amiſſe, which * 
can not be ſmothered, the Dizrnal hath a help 
at Maw, it is but putting to Sea, and taking a 
Daziſh Fleet, or brewing it with ſame ſucceſle 
out of Ireland, andit goes down merrily. 

There are more Puppets that move by the 
wyre of a Diaraal,. as Breretonand G:1/, two of 
Mars his pett-toes ; ſuch ſnivelling Cowards, 
that 
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that ir is a Favour to call them ſo. Was Breretor 


. to fight with his teeth, asin all other chings he 
reſembled the Beaſt, he would have odds of any 
'man at the weapon : O he's a terrible ſlaughter 


man, at a thankſgiving Dinner : had he been a 
Cannabal,to have eaten thoſe that he vanquiſhe, 


his gut would have made him valiant. 


The greateſt wonder is at Fairfax, how he 
comes to be a babe of Grace. Certainly it is 
not in his perſonall, but{(as the ' Srate-Sophics 
diſtinguiſh) in his Politick capacity, regeneraced 
ab extra, by the zeal of the houle he {ate in , as 
Chickens are hatch'd"at Grand Ciiro, by the 
adoption ofan Oven. = 

There is the Wooamenger too, a feeble Crutch 
to a declining cauſe; a new branch of the old 
Oakof Reformation. 

And now I ſpeak of Reformation, voz avez 
Fox, the Tinker, the livelieſt embleme of ir that 
may be ; For what did this Parliament ever 80 


- about to reform , but Tinker-wiſe 1a mendins 


one hole they made three ? 
But I have not Inke enouph to cure all the 


. Tetters and Ring-wortns of the. State. 


I will cloſe up all thus :. The ViRories of che 
Rebels are like the Magicall Combat of Apali:, 
who'thinking he had ſlain all three of his En.- 
mies,'tound them ar la{t,buta Triumvirate 0£f 
Bladders. Such and ſo empty are the triumphs 
of 'a D:a#nall , but ſo many inpoſthumarc\ 
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| Fancies,” ſo many. bladders of their own blow- 
ing. 


T he Charafttr of aC aunty Committee- wanygwith 
the Ear mark: of a Sequeſtrator, 


Committee» man by his name ſhou}d he one 

that is poſleſled ; there is number enough 

in his name to make an Epithert for Legion, be 
is Perſona tnconcreto( to borrow the Sqticiſme of 
a modern Stateſman )you may tranſlate it by the 
Red-bull: phraſe, and ſpeak as properly-, en» 
ter ſeven; Devills /e/xs It is a well trugd title, 
that contains both the number and the Beaſt. 
For a Committce-man is a noun of multitude ; 
he myſt be ſpelled with þgures, like Antichriſt 
wrapped in a pair=royall of Sixes : Thus. the 
name-1s. as Monſtruous as the Man, a compleat 
nction of the ſame lineage with accumylative 
treaſon : For his office is 'the Heptarchy of 'Eug- 
lands Fritters : 1tis the broken meat of a crumb- 
ling Prince,only the Royalty is great, for it is 
here, 2s.in the-miracle of loaves, the voider exe 
ceecs the Bill of fare; the Pope and he ringsthe 
changez bere is ihe plurality of Crowns to one 
head ; joyn them together, and there is a har- 
mony in diſcord, the tripple-beaded Porter of 
Hell. A Committee-man 15 the Reliques of Re- 
gall Government, but{like boly Reliques ) he 
out bulks the ſubſtance, whereof he is a —_— 
”s There 
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Thereis- a ſcore of Kings in a Committee, asin 
the reliques of the Crols there is the number 
of twenty. This is the Gyant with the hundred 
hands, that weilds the Scepter, the tyrranicall 
Bead-Roll, by which the Kingdome prayes 
backward, and with a kind of Rebxs, at every 
curſe drops a Committee-man, Let CHARLES 
be waved > whoſe conducing clemency aggra» 
vates the defeRion,and makes Nero the queſtion, 
better a Nerothen a Committee, There is leſle 
execution by a ſingle buller, chan by caſe-ſhor. 

Now a Committee-man 1s a party-coloured 
officer he muſt be drawn like «nas with Croſs - 
and Pile in his countenance, as be relates co the 
Souldiers, or face about to his fleecing the 
Country. Look upon bim Martially,and be is a 
Juſtice of war ; one that hath bound his Daltesx 
upin Buff, and will needs be. of the Dyorum to. 
the beſt Commanders.; he is one of Afars his 
Lay-Elders;he ſharesin tiheGovernment,though 
a Non-conformilſt to his bleeding Rhubrick , he 
is the like SeQary in arms, as the Platonick isin 
love, keeps a flattering in diſcourſe, but proves 
Haggard in the ation, he is not of the Soul- 
diers, and yet of his flock, itis an emblem of 
the polden Age ( and luch indeed he makesit ) 
to him, when ſo tame a -pidgeon may converſz 
|. With Vultures. Mcthinks a Committee hanging 
about a Governour, and Bandileers dangling 
about a fur*d Alderman, havean Anapgram re- 
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ſemblance, there is no Syntax between a Cap 
of maincenance ard a helmet” - Who ever knew 
an enemy routed by agrand-Jury, arda Billa 
vera ? Itis x lJeſt-handed Garriſon,where their 
authority perches ; bur the more prepoſterous, 
the more in faſhion:the right-hand fights; while 
the lefr rulcs the reins: The truth is, the Souldier 
and the Gentleman -are like Don Q-ixot and 
Sancha Pacha, one fightsat all adventues to 
purchaſe the other -the Government. of rhe 
iflinl1. A Committee-man (properly ſhould be 
the Governors Mattroſs to fit his truckle, to 
raiſe Aſſeſſements in the neighbouring Wapen- 
take. The Country people being like an Iriſh 
Cow, that will not give down her milke, unleſs 
ſhe lee her Calf before her : Hence it is, he is the 
Garriſons dry Nurſe, he chews their Contribu- 
tion before he feeds them, ſo the poor Souldiers 
live like Trochilus, by picking the teeth of this 
ſacred Crocolile. So much tor his warlike or 
ammunition face, which is ſo preternatural , 
that ic is rather a viſard than a face, Mars in him 
hath a blinking aſpeR, his face of Arms is like 
his coat parte per pale, Souldier and Gentleman, 
much of a {cantling. Now enter his Taxing and 
deg'ubing face,a ſqueezing look like that of Ve- 
[pafianns,as if he were breeding over acloſeſtool 
Take him thus, and he is in the inquiſition 
of the purle an authentick Gyphie, that nips 
your Bung with a canting Ordinance ; not a 
* . murther- 
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murthered fortunein all-the Coxntry, but bleeds 
at the touch of this maJefaRor.. He is the ſpleen 
of the body politick, that. ſwells ir ſelf-to the 
conſumption of the whole. Art firſt indeed he fer- 
retted for the Parliameng,' but fince he hath.gor 
off his Copezhe ſet up for.himſelf, he lives upon 
the fins of the people, and thats a good ſtand- 
ing diſhtoo, he verefies the Axiom, Jiſdems nx- 
tritur ex quibus componitar, his diet is fui:ableto 
his conſtigution, I have wondered often why the 
plundered Country men ſhould repair to him 
for ſuccour ; certainly.it is under the ſame-no- 
tion, as one whoſe pockets are: pickt goes to 
Mal. cat-parſe,as the predominant inthar facul- 
ty. Heour: dives a Dutchman, gets a_-Noble 
of him, that was never- worth ſix-pence ;for the 
pooreſt do not eſcape, but Dutch like he will be 
dreyning exen the drieſt ground ; he alievs a 
Delinquents eſlate with as little remorſe as -his 
Holineſs giveth away an Heriticks kingdome 3 
and for. the truth of the! delinquency , both 
, Chapmen bave as little ſhare ot infallibilliy, 
© Lye is thegrand Sallad of Arbitrary Govern- 
ment, Executor to the -Star-Chamber, ard the 
high Commiſſion; for thoſe Courts are not ex- 
tinct, they ſurvive in him, like Dollars changed 
- into ſingle money. Toſpeakthe truth he is the 
univerſall Tribunall : for ſince theſe times, all 
cauſes fall ro his cognizance, as in agreatin- 
fection all diſeaſes turn oft ro the Plague. Ie 
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concerns our Maſters the- Parliament to look 
about them ;; if he proceedeth at this rate; the 
Jack may come to ſwallow the 'the Pike; as the 
ntereſt often eats out the principal. As his com- 
mands are great, ſo he looks for a Reverence 
accordingly. He is; punQual in exaRing your 
hat, and to ſay right it is his due :- but by the 
ſametitle asthe upper garment is the vails of 
the Executioner. There was atime when ſach 
cattel would hardly have been taken upon ſuſ- 
picion of men in office, unleſs the old Pro- 


verb were renewed, that the beggars make a ' 


free company and thoſe their Wardens. You 
may ſee, what it is to hang together}, lodk up- 
on them ſeverally,: and you cannot but famble, 
for ſome threads of charity : But O they are 
Tarmagrants in conjunRion ! like Fiddlers who 
are rogues when they go fnple, and joyned in 
conſort, Gentlemen- Muficianers, | care not 
much if I untwft my Committee-man, and fo 
give him a receit of his grand Catholicon. 


Take'a State- Martyr, one that for his good / 


bebaviour hath paid the exciſe ofhis ears, ſo 
ſuffered captivity by the Land Piracy of Ship- 
Money 3 nent a Priminive Freebolder,' one: that 
Hates the King, becauſe be is a Gentleman, 
tranſpreſſing the Magna Charta of Delving A- 
dam, Adde to theſe a mortified bankrupt, that 
 belps ouc his falſe weights with ſome ſcruples 
of Conſcience, arid with his peremptory ſcales 

can 
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can doom his Prince with a Mexe Tekel. Theſe 


with a new blue ftockin'd Juſtice, lately made of 
a good basker-hilted Yeoman, with a ſhort. 
handed Clerk, tackt to the rear of him to car- 
ry the Knapſnack of his underſtanding, together 
with two or three equivocall Sirs, "whole Reli- 

gion like their Gentilicy, is the extrat oftheir 


'. Acres, being therefore ſpiritual, becauſe they 


are earthly; nor forgetting the man of the 
Law, whoſe corruption gives the Hogon to the 
fincere Juno. Theſe are the ſimples of this 
precious compound, a kind of Dutch Hotch- 
potch, the Hogay Mogan Committee-man. 
AGommittee-man hath a Side-man, or ra-, 
ther a ſetter-hight, a Sequeſtrator, of whom 
you' may fay , as of the great Sultans horſe, 
where. he creads the graſs grows no-more. He 
is the States Cormorant, - one that-hſhes for the 
publick, - but feeds himſelf; the miſerv is, he 


| fiſhes without the Cormorants property, a rope 


to ſtrengthen the gullet, and to make hum dif- 
porge A-Sequeltrator ! He is the Devils Nut- 
ook;the ſign with him is alwayes in the clutches 
There are more Monſters retain to: him, than 
to all the limbs in Anatomy, It is ſtrange Phy- 
ſictans do not apply him-tq the ioles oi ine iect 
in a deſperate Feayer; Þe draws far beyond Pi- 
geons : I hope ſome Mountebank will ſlice bim, 
and make the experiment. He is a Tooth- 
drawer once removed, here is the difference ; 
N 4 one 
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ſemblance, there is no Syntax between a Cap 
of maincenance ard a helmet. - Who ever knew 
an enemy routed by a grand-Jury, anda Billa 
vera ? Itis a left-handed Garriſon,where their 
authority perches; bur the 'more prepoſterous, 
the more in faſhion: theright-hand-Hgbrs; while 
the lefc rulcs the reins: The truth is, the Souldier 
and the Gentleman are like Don  Q-ixor and 
Sancha Paycha, one fights at all adventues to 
purchaſe the other -the Government. of rhe 
iflz;ni. A Committee-man properly ſhould be 
the Governors Matrtroſs to fit his truckle, to 
raiſe Aſſeſſements in the neighbouring Wapen- 
take. The Country ctotring like an Jriſh 
Cow, nat Will vt £77e GOwn er mc, Unis 
ſhe ſee her Calf before her : Hence it is, be is the 
Garriſons dry Nurſe, he chews their Contribu- 
tion beforee feeds them, ſo the poor Souldiers 
live like Trochilus, by pickirg the teeth of this 
facred Crocolile. So much tor his warlike or 
ammunition face, which is ſo preternatural , 
that it is rather a vifard than a face, Mars in him 
hath a blinking aſpe&, his face of Arms is like 
his coat parte per pale, Souldier and Gentleman, 
much of a {cantling. Now enter his Taxing and 
deg'ubing face,a ſqueezing look like that of Ve- | 
[p4fianus,as it he were breeding over acloſeſtool 
Take him thus, and he is in the inquiſition 
of. the purſe an authentick Gypſie, that nips 
- your Bung with a canting Ordinance ; *not a 
7 » murther- 
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murthered fortunein all-the Coxntry, but bleeds 
at the touch ofthis malefaRor. He is the ſpleen 
of the body politick, thar- ſwells ir ſelf-ro the 
conſumprion of the whole. At firſt indeed he fer- 
retted for the Parliameny,' but fince he hath. gor 
off his Copeybe ſet up for.himſelf, he lives upon 
the fins of the people,. and chats a good ſtand- 
ing diſhtoo; he verehes the Axiom, Jiſdem nx- 
tritur ex quibus componitar, his diet is {ui:ableto 
his conſtigution, I have wondered often why the 
plundered Country men ſhould repair to him 
for ſuccour ; certainly.it is under the ſame-no- 
tion, as one whoſe pockets are'pickt goes to 
Mal. cat-parſ+,as the predominant inthat facul- 
ty. Heour. dives a Dutchman, gets a Noble 
of him, that was never. worth ſ1x-pence ; for tiie 
pooreſt do not eſcape, but Dutch like he will be 
dreyning exen the drieſt ground; he aliers a 
Delinquents eſlate with as little remorſe as his 
Holineſs giveth away an Heriticks kingdome 5 
and for. the truth of the! delinquency , both 
þ Chapmen bave as little ſhare ot infallibillity. 
Lye is the grand Sallad of Arbitrary Govern- 
ment, Executor to the -Star- Chamber, and the 
high. Commiſſion ; for thoſe Courts are not ex- 
tinct, they ſurvive in him, like Dollars changed 
into {1ogle money. Toſpeakthe truth he is the 
univerſall Tribunall : for ſince theſe times, all 
cauſes fall ro his cognizance; as in apreatin- 
tection all diſeaſes turn oft ro the Plague. -Ie 
N 3 concerns 
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concerns our Maſters the- Parliament to look 
about them ; if he proceedeth af this rate; the 
Jock may come to ſwallow the 'the Pike; as the 

rereſt often eats out the principal. As his com- 
mands are great, ſo he looks for a Reverence 
accordingly. He is; punQual in exaRing your 
hat, and to ſay right it is his due :- but by the 
ſametitle as the upper garmerit is the vails of 
the Executioner. There was atime when ſach 
cattel would hardly have been taken upon ſuſ- 
picion of men in office, unleſs the old Pro- 


verb were renewed, that the beggars make a ' 


free company and thoſe their Wardens. You 


may ſee, what it is to hang together}; look up- | 


on them ſeverally,, and you cannot but fumble, 
for ſome threads of charity : Bux O they are 
Tarmagrants in conjunRion ! like Fiddlers who 
are rogues when they go fingle, and joyned in 
conſort, Gentlemen Muficianers, | care not 
much if I untwift my Committee-man, - and fo 
give him a receit of his grand Catholicon. 


Take'a State- Martyr, one that for his good 4 


behaviour hath paid the exciſe ofhis eats, ſo 
ſuffered captivity by the Land-Piracy of Ship- 
Money 3 next a Primitive Freeholder,' one that 
" bates the King, becauſe he is a Gentleman, 
tranſgreſſing the Magya Charts of Delving A- 
. 4am, Adde to theſe a mortified bankrupt, that 
- helps our his falſe weights with ſome ſcruples 
of Conſcience, arid with his peremptory ſcales 

can 
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. can doorn his Prince with a ene Teke!. Theſe 
with a new blue ftockin'd Juſtice, lately made of 
a good basker-hilted Yeoman, with a ſhort. 
handed Clerk, tackt to the rear of him to car- 
ry the Knapſnack of his underſtanding, together 
with two or three equivocall Sirs, whoſe Reli- 
gion like their Gentilicy, is the extract oftheir 
Acres, being therefore ſpiritual, becaule they 
are earthly; nor forgetting the man of the 
Law, whoſe corruption gives the Hogon to the 
fincere-Junto. Theſe are the ſimples of this 
precious compound, a kind of Dutch Hotch- 
potch, the Hogar Mogan Committee-man. 
AGommittee-man hath a Side-man, or ra-, 
ther a ſetter-Hhighr, a Sequeſtrator, of whom 
you! may fay , as of the great Sultans horſe, 
where. he treads the graſs grows no more. He 
15 the States Cormorant, one that-hſhes for the 
publick, . bur feeds. himſelf , the miſerv is, be 


, - fiſhes without the Cormorants property, a rope 


co ſtrengthen the gullet, and to make him dif- 
Borg . A-Sequeſtrator ! He is the Devils Nut- 
ook;tlie ſign with him is alwayes 1n the clutches 
Thereare more Monſters retain to: him, than 
to all the limbs in Anatomy, Itisſtrange Phy- 
ſicians db not apply him-tg the ſoles of che feer 
in a deſperate Feayer; be draws far beyond Pi- 
geons : I hope ſome Mountebank will ſlice bim, 
and make the experiment. He is a Tooth- 
drawer once removed, here is the difference ; 
N 4 one 
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one applauds the -Grinder, the other the Griſt. 
Never till now could I verifie-the Poets de- 
{cription,that the ravenous harpy had a humane. 
viſage. © Death it ſelf cannot quit ſcores with 
him; Like the Demoniack in the Goſpell, he 
lives among Tombs nor is all the holly water 
ſhed by Widows and Orphans a fufficient Ex- 
- orcifm to diſpoſſeſſe him; Thus the Cat. ſucks 


your breath, and the fiend yorr blood; Nor 


can the- brotherhood of Witch-finders , fo 
ſagely inſtituted with their terrour, wean. the 
Familiar, 

Bur once more to fingle out my imboſt 
Commitree-man,his fate(for I know you would 
fain ſee an end of him) is either a: whipping 
' Audit, when he is wrung in the withers' by a 
Committee of Examinations ; - and” ſo' the 
fpunge weeps- out the moiſture which he ſoaked 
before ; Or elfe he meets'his paſling peal in the 
clamorous mutiny of x gut-foundred Garrifon; 
For the Hedge-Sparrow- will be feeding the 
Cuckow, till he miſtakes his Commons 'and 
bites off her head. - Whatever 'tis, it is within his 
deſert : Forwhat is obſerved of ſome creatures, 
that at the ſame time they trade in: productions 
three ſtories high; ſuckling the firſt, big with 
the ſecond, and cliketing for the third, A 
Committee man is the | Counterpoint ; his 
miſchief in ſuperfetation-, a-certain fſrale of 
deſtruction ; for he ruins the Father”, beggers 


the 


rit 


\ 
} 
[ 
| 

3 
| 


———— ” 


wo 
— — 
—n.., 


the Son, and firanples the hopes of all-poſte” 


ritYs fi = "4d 
A Letter to a Friend diſſmading him from his -. 
attemptt to marry 4 NUN.-- 

S FR, 1H) BERL 
Hough no mans arms can be opened wider 

5 i to receive you on ſhore and: give you poſ- 
ſeſſion-of this breaſt, yet I: know not whether 
with the uſyall complement I may -welcome- 
you home, as doubting. your Country . may 
have mewed that relation in ſo lovg an 'ab» 
ſence , ſhe having expoſed her nobleſt 1ſſue, 
being convi&ion enough to make you diſclaim 
' her. Beſides there is ſuch a new face of things 


ſince your departure, that what was farmerly 


the CharaRter of the inhabitant, is now the 


Kingdomes, To be « ftranger at home, infomuch 


as were you delign'd for a ſecond journey, it 
mighe be part of your buſineſs to traveltother 
Countreys. in queſt of your own, Indeed ſhe 
is but analien in her looks,” that moſt of her 
Off-ſpring dare not ask her bleſſing; her coun« 


tenance is not denizen of her ſelf; you would 


think her to be ſome floating Iſland, that had 
made a voyape only to truck for an outlandiſh 
yiſage. Some who have ſpell'd her linea- 
ments, fay ſhe copies out the Dztch, and: to 
make good the parale}l, they doubt not to 
inſtance our Hogan Governgurs. It isin a bro- 
| ken 
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keriiKingdome, as in a crack'd Looking-Glaſs, | 


where inſtead of one face, that Monarch-like, 
ſhould repreſent the whole, you may ſee varie- 
ty offefler ones, glimmering in its room, and 
the Aſpects 6f all of them fierce and frowning. 
Well then a forreigner ſhe is, and her comple- 
xi0n:borrowed; {9 that as our new Philoſo- 
ers would have the Earth to move, and the 
veab-ſtand fill, the ſame may be ſaid of the 
State of ours , and the Royall train that you 
vere part of. ' It was the Kingdome wandered, 
not-you that left it. You are fix'd, and Eng- 
landin exile. When a Country reels from its 
ſextled poſture, there is no defeftion in him 
thatquits &, it having firſt abandon'd it (elf. 
Inthia-caſe, though ic be a fallacy in the Tence, 
itholdegood.in: reafon, that the ſhore moves 
agd: falls:of from::the Sailor.. : Whence you ſee 
Sir ,';thereis ſome poſſibility I might reverſe 
'.ttavels, were it-not for one argument 
which abundantly confirms them, the ſage. ex- 
perience'you have treaſur'd up in your obſer- 
vations ::for no ſooner had you loſt your na- 


. tive ſoil;but by way . of repriſal you took in . | 


others..: The Dominions you vitit 'you carry 
along: with you,' and by a viRorions induſtry 
make them pay tribure to your underſtanding ; 
not: like-z- number of our roaring Gallants, 
who return ſo empty and without their errand 

85 if thejr-travell like the Witches in the air,were 
© OTF. nothing 
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| nothing but the waftage of a deluded phanta. 


ſy, perſwading themſelves, that they circle the 
Code, whes oe Card, they ſail by, is n&thing 
elſe but a ſlumbering impoſture. But- methinks 
we are too grave Sir,. what if we'unbend a 


while, and tell youthat in all your Errantry, 


there is no adventure ſo much affeQs*me, as 
that of the Nan : where 1 cannot determine, 
whether your love it ſelf were more' eYotick , 
or the form of accofling it : For atth6uph'ir 


' be natural for jealouſie to ſtudy fornication ; 


3nd every Cuckold within his own precinas 
to be an Engineer, yet never before have 1 
heard ofa Miſtreſs fenc'd with a port>llice, 
or an amorous viſit manag'd with the caution, 


' which ſuſpicious Kings uſe in an enterview. 


This manner of wg, Jaws not unfitly be 
termed Cxpids Barriers, breathing/exerciſe' ra- 
ther then a combat, where the dallying Cham- 
pions have a rail to partthem, that they _ 
not fight-it out to the utermoſt, Had your ol 

Romancing ſpirit poſſeſt you, the brandiſh'd 
blade would have freed the Lady from herin- 
chanted durance; nor had you been leſs con-= 
cerned in the reſcue, than the fair Recluſe ; for 
who, that blows ſhort in expeRation of his 
love, and in that heat of impatience ſhould be- 
ſever'd from his hopes by a few inyiors bars, 
would not feel himſelf like / another S. Lamu- 
rence broyl'd on a Gridiron ? But ſee how cu- 


ſtomes 
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ſRones-imay., vary with the clime ! Asthere are 
ſomeRegjons, who ſalnte one another by put- 
ting off their ſhooes- inſtead. of their hats : ſoit 
ſeems: where you have been, there is as diffe. 
renta form of impriſonment ; the Priſoner is 
at large. and without the prate wiſhing for ad- 
mittance,: and ſhe, at whoſe ſuit his ſoul is ar- 
reſted. cloſe clapt up and abridged of liberty. 
Sure, at, this gate t 

Platonicks had their firſt training, thoſe ſqueaſie 
gamſters that diet themſelves with the very no» 
tion of mingling ſouls without putting their 
bodies; to. further brokage , than kiſſing of 
hapds,, and-twiſtimg of eye-heams. For your 
part Six, you are none of thoſe puling ſto- 
macks, you have an appetite for a whole Cloi- 
ſer. /-Jc is but trifling ſports for you to pull 
down the Out-lier , unleſs you leap the pale, 
and ker ſſip.atthe herd. - I wonder what exor» 
ciſme, the Abbeſs uſed to ger quit of the 1ncx- 
bus ; for had ſhe not checked your hovering 
temptations, [ am confident by this time you 
| had trans:ormed the 'Covent, and turned the 
' Nunnery into a Seraglio. but in ſober ſadneſs 


why a-Nxn ? Sir, how come you out of the 


ative torrant into that ſolitary creek ! Princes 
ſeldome treat of Matches- but in forreign Do- 


minions ; your aftefions takes greater ſtay, as ©* 


fixing upon one of. another world : had your 
paſſion been centred on the beauty of ber ſoul, 


ole Chryſum-lovers called - 


co en om Yr oo, tat 
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Thad looked upon it as the at of your converſ- 
on; ſuch a love might juſtly have beenchri. 
ſtened by the name of Zeal, being ſettled ona 
perſon, on whom to be enamoured 18 in afſort 
rotake Orders. Hence it is, there want not 
ſome who. ſuſpect our Religion, leſt equivoca- 
ting from the beauty of her perſon, to that of 
her profeſſion, you ſhould turn Monaſtick. O- 
thers > who are better acquainted with the 
warmth of your temper are rather ſolicitous 
for the Church in generall, for fear leſt with 
Luther you ſhould marry a N#»n, and ſo with 
him to- make her a Joynture ina new Religi« 
on. © If this be your plot, conſider, I pray you, 


how difficult it is to innovate further in this age 
- of Novelties, when the world is ſo ſpent in 


new inventions, that for want of gain, even 
ruſt and rottenneſs are flouriſhed over with a 
ſeeming verdure; not oneof all thoſe beldam 
hereſies, that did pennance formerly. by the 
doom of the Ancients , but hath caſt her skin 
ſince theſe confuſions, and piveth her ſelf out 
for a blooming Virgin. Bur, I think, I may 
ſpare chis piece of Counſell : I dare be your 
compurgator for meddling with Religion. That 
which fired your ſpirits was the Ambition of 
the __—_ nor could you entertain a more 
aſpiring frenzy,but by making to a glorified bo- 
dy. Tell me, I pray you, how many beads 
didyou drop in wooing ? By what Liturgy did 

you 
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you-:frame your courtſhip ? Laick applications | 


are here ſeandzous, nor will it availto ſay you 
languilh! withour compaſſion : a ſenſuall man 
is able to vitiace the. veſtall flame even by his 
martyrdome. - Other lovers in the jollity of 
their trape, uſe to cannonize their Miltreſles,as 
being of .opinion, that .the' native rubrick of 
their cheeks hath hallowed them; will yourun 


counter to their conſecration, and degrade a 
Saint by Morall addreſſes ? If you have no ' 


room in your Kalendar for perſons upon 
earth/, yet. do not /prophane a probationer of 
heaven, as'if the readieft way to reifie Su« 
perſticion .were, with our Modern Reform= 
ers to bow it into Atheiſme. Let me adviſe you 
Sir, to retrieve yourſelf back from this carnall 
ſacriledge; Catch not at Heroſtratns his fame 


by ſetting fire on the Temple , and diſpute not - 
. aſhape of guilt with Zacifer, in cauſing a ſe- - 


cond / fall; of : Angels : Nay never ſtart Sir ; 
nor. look about at the expreſſion ; for | per- 
ſwade my ſelf chat choſe Divines, who allot to 
each:of us atutelar Angell for our proteRion, 
would not prejudice their opinion, ſhould they 
leave her-to ber own tuition, as hardly know- 
ing in fuch a Perſon how to diſtinguiſh be- 
tween the Charge and che Guardian. Sir, 1 
was Entreated by our noble friend, that what 
my Phantafie ſuggeſted upon this ſubje&, 1 
would -mauld into number ; but I muſt beg 

Your 
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| your pardon it hong 0 Requeſt, wich which 
\ ro comply were to 


your Fellow. criminal, 
and by a conformity of guilt, to pervert a 
votary ; for even my Mule is vowed. and 
veild too 3 ſhe is ſer apart forthe ſervice of my 
Miſtreſs, and\what is that but eventrue Religion? 


' The truth is ſhe is iſo charily confined to that 


ſole employment, that ſhould in verſe attempt 
to yeild you an account how much 1 honour 


| you, not a whole grove of Laurell would 


bribe her to a Diſtick ; whereas in tranſirory 
proſe were I maſter of all thole languages, which 
I make no queſtion, but - you have gain'd by 


| your travels, I ſhould bold them all to few to 


Sive you ſufficient aſſurance, that I am« 


Sir 


Your moſt fairbfuld, 


—. 
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SIR, 


much good meaning. to your Garriſon, 


Ithoughr it not unfitto tell- you, that on+ 


riday laſt, one H// by name,in no other con- 
dition than my ſervant, entred your Ark, and 
with him-of my monies 133. 0.8. this preciſe 
ſum 1 was willing you ſhould know, ſuppoſing 
your 


' 


Hough 1 have no reafen to be ouilty of - 
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your wiſdome might own the monies, thong! 
your honieity could hardly allow the at, whict 
if ſo,,and thar hereafcer we ſhall find it no fit rg 
violate your ſanQuary ; and upon the audit finde 
the receipt, we may happily count it a loan and 
not a loſs, it being in hands reſponſible fot 
greater matters ; and now Sir let me ſpeak-to 
you as a judge, not as an advocate, give. the 
fellow his juſt reward, prefer him or ſend him 
hither, and we ſhall, if you dare not truſt him, 
let hini berruſſed , If you dare, I ſhall wiſh you 
more ſuch ſervants, -and for that only reaſon 
excuſe me for the prefent, that I dare not ſay I 
am yours : | | W. E. 
| T he Anſwer. 

Txtly, belovedis it ſo, that our brother and 
fellow-labourer in the Goſpell is ſtart aſide! 
then this may ſerve for an uſe of iniſtrucion,not 
to truſt in man, or in the Son of man. Did not 
Demas leave Pam f Did not Oneſimas run fron 
his maſter Phil: ? Alſo this ſhould teach us 
to imploy our tallents, and not lay them up in 
a napkin. Had it been done among the Cavaliers 
it had been juſt, then the Ifrachite had' ſpoiled 
the Egyptian : bur for Simeon to plunder Lewvs, 
chat-that-! You ſee what uſe Sir, I make of your 
doQrine you ſent to me, and indeed ſince you 
change ſtile ſo far as to nibble at wit,' you- muſt 
pardon it to quit jſcores : I pretend ali:tle c0- : 
es $! C 
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pift in preaching. Sir, | expected to hear from 
you in the phraſe of the loſt Groat , and thgp 
prodigall Son, and ſuch a tantzam of language, 
but 1 perceive your communication is not'al- 
wayes yea, yea, butnow and then a little har- 
lotery Rhetorick : you ſay, that your man iten- 
tred our Ark, ] am ſorry you are fo ignorant in 
Scripture, as © Jer him come ſingle; The text 
had been betrer ſatisfied, it you had pleaſed to 
bear him company, tor-then the beaſts had 
encred hy couples. But thongh he came alone, 
'et well lined it ſeems, 13 3. ©. 8. ſure the Hue 
and Cry had good lungs, it would have been 
out of breath elſe, before it had reached the $, 
Thus is the fum, but why you call it the preciſe 
ſum, ſince it is fallen away, I underſtand not 5 
bur how come you to reckon fo punRually ! 
Did Ananias tell it upon the Table-Dormant ? 
Whar year of the perſecution of the Saints ? 1 
wonder , you did not rather count it by the 
ſhekels, thatis the more ianRiked coyn. I rake 
ic you are miltaken inthe SanRuary you ſpeak 
of ; for that which your man hath taken is Wel- 
beck , one of our Chappels of eaſe, not the mo- 
ther Church, cur Garrilon of Newark. But the 
_ is, they are bh without the reach of your 
criledge. Whereas you count the loſfe bur a 
Joan, we ſhall grant asa debr, but bearing the 
ſame date of payment,as that which you borrow 
edion the publick Faith, 1 ſuipe&t your band 
O Was- 


« 
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| was troubled' with jthe Paleſy when you wrote 

of a Judge : your man however ſhall find me 
an advocate; ſo what ſay you toan occaſional 
meditation ? RefteR but on yourſelf, how you 
have uſed our common maſter, and I doubt not 
bur then you will pardon your man, he hath 
- but tranſcribed and copied out the diſloyalry 
of his maſter, as his fraternity hath taught him, 
and to conclude with your own, I wiſh you 
more ſuch ſervants and more ſuch ſums ; to be 
derived to their proper channel], from whence 
it is imaginable that was purloyned. 


J. C. 
Str, 
HY not. indulgent mercy provided for 


rroubled Spirits ſacred Oracles, how trou- 
bled had you been to contrive ſomerhing wor- 
thy of laughter ? How eaſily had the expence 
of your wit been truſfſed up in an Egg-(hell ? | 
dare not trace in holy ground, it is not ſafe nib- - 
ling there; you ſee what doQtrine I make of your 
uſe.. But yet ſo far as yours is profane, give me 
leave to nibble at wic, though I dare undertake 
like a mighty Coloſſe.(whoſe very motion doth 
Cleave Land like terram findire ) to devoure in- 
digeſted lumps of wit, as the Cyclops men at a 
-morſel,and then retail it out as a Jogler doth In- 
kle by the yard, all in CharaQters,and by couples 
entring the Ark upou account. Yet allow me to. 
'nibble, and Fle allow you the pift in preaching. 
- Pity 
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Pity it is the proviſion of ſo many ſayonry leſ- 
ſons , wholeſome inſtrucions, even ſo many 
pious colleRions, as might worthily have enti« | 
tuled you to the confortable ſubliſtence of a 
well gleb'd Vicaridge , beſides the: advantage 
of a wit, which would require another wit, to 
tel] how great ſuch a divine knowledge as might 
enable you to prophane every leaf ot holy writ, 
unknown ſanCity, and a conſcience fo tender 
I dare not touch , Pity it is ſuch accompliſh'd 
gifcs and prodigious Parts ſhould be miſ-im- 
ploy'd in ſecular affairs , ſuch as an holy Father 
might have begot as many babes for the Mo- 
ther- Church of Newark, as our party hath of 
late done Garriſons , and converted as many 
ſouls as Chaxcers Frier, with the ſhoulder- bone 
of the loſt ſheep. Burt you ſay, you expetted : 
I thought you had had more than you expected, 
but however you expected penitential language 
and humble ſtyle. The groat I will not meddie 
with, »:is holy coyn , an addreſs full of com- 
plaints. Sir, we ( like yourſelves ) can ſpeak 
big of our lofſes, and yet with more ingenuity 
confeſs them; though 1 for modeſty will noc 
ask you,who ſtole from you of late a Fort-town, 
or who ran away with che King ; burof that= 
for thac preciſe ſum , I ſee you are willing to 
quarrell' at preciſeneſs,- it was to tel] you re- 


. yenge would have transformed it upon your 
' yery-- How you quarrell at your good ! had you 
O 


2 miltaken 
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miſtaken him for a tax-gatherer, and eas'd him 
of his portage, before he arrived at our Chap- 
pell of cafe, | would not you ſhould have aba- 
ted him a fourth part of his forwardneſs, and 
put it upon the file of contribution for his Mar 
jeſties good Garriſon of Newark : I ſhould have 
liked the ſecurity well, and when your works 
had failed to ſave you, expeRed a return upon 
the publick faith, the medication whereof put- 


teth me upon this advice , think not propha- .. 


neſs can compaR with mndd, to caſt up a 
trench of ſecurity , attempt not, though a 
Gyant, to reach at ſtars, to throw that Pro- 
verb at yon, 


Be wiſe on this ſoar Heaven, 


- 
th. 
. =— —— 
———_ ——. 
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The Anſwer. 
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He Philoſopher,that never laughed bat once 
when he ſaw an aſs mumbling of thiſtles, 
would have broke his ſpleen at the rejoynder 
of yours; for who wonld not take that for #n 
Embleme of this, obſerving how gingerly, and 
with what caution you nibble at my Letrers, 
leſt it ſhould prick your chaps? But ſomething 
muſt needs be repty'd : Repititions are uſual 
with the Saints at Grantham. I look upon your 
letrer as a ſputle-Sermon, where 1 peceive 
your 


&» 
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your ambition, how yon would prove your 
ſelf a clean beaſt, becauſe you know how to 
chew the cud : For the firſt ſentance, where 
you ſpeak of troubled ſpirirs, and ſacred O- 
racles, you talke,asif you were in Do// Commons 
extaſie; certainly your ſpirit is troubled, elſe 
your expreſſions had not ren ſo muddy : for 
never was Oracle more ambiguous, if poſſible 
to be reconciled to ſence. The wit which you 
ſay may be crufſed upin an Egg-ſhell, I fear 
your Oval crown hath ſcarce capacity to con- 
tain: your diſclaim being a Coloſs content; . 
I have as diminutive thoughts of you, as you 
Pleaſe. I]takeyou fora Jack of Lent, and my 
pen ſhall make of .you accordingly, three 
throws for apenny. But you cannot Cleaves 
Land, like terram findere. O what a chargeable 
commodity is wit at Gramham, where the poor 
writer playes the pimp, and jumbles two Lan= 
gnapes together in unlawtuil ſheets for the pro- 
duction of a quibble / Bur ] applaud your Cune 
ning, the more unknown the town 15 you jeſt 
in, your wit will be the better, and why can- 
not you Cleavethe Land? Tread but hard, and 
your cloven foot will leave its impreſſion 3 you 
talk of the Cyclops and Juglers; indeed hard 
words are the Juglers diale&t : but rake heed, 
the time may come, when unleſs you play pre- 
ſto be gone, your run-away- King may cauſe you 
Juglers-wiſe to diſgorge L yon fare, and yomit 
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a rape inſfead of inke, But to eccho your com. 
paſſion, and return you an Inventory of your 
good party, is it not pity the pure extrat of 
ſanfified Emanxel, parboyled therein a Pipkin 
of Predeſtination, and fince well read in the 
ſick mans ſalve, and crumbs of comfort, and 
liberally fed with all the minced meat in Di- 
vinity; Is it not pity ſuch a pious gogle at 
the Eye, ſuch a melodious twang at the Noſe, 
ſach a ſplay mouth drawn dry, as it were edi- 
fying the ear in private, beſides the Cheverall 
' Jungs which will ſtretch forth fo far as feven- 
-teenthly ; Is ic not pity theſe gallant ingredi- 
ents of modern devotion, which might juſtly 
have qualifyed you for a tub-Lecture, and in 
time have inlarged our Diocefs, as that of Hid- 
bery , as thoſe ineffable ,parts, that paſſe all 
underſtanding, ſhould thus be .ſequeſtred from 
the primitive uſe, and of a godly Lance-pre. 
fade in the Church- militant, be converted to 
a brother of the blade : Such a walking Dire- 
Rory, ſuch a zealous Roger as this, might have 
ſaved more ſouls, than ever Sampſon ſlew, 
and with the ſame Engine, the Jaw-bone of an 
Aſe : your pen is Coy, and you wave the 
holy ground; and the holy Coyn with a ſquemiſh 
preterition : I am glad,to hear you acknow- 
ledge there is an holy ground, for then 1 hope 
Hotham's barn is not as good a Conprega- 
gation, as Saint Panls; for the holy coin you 
| | muſt 
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muſt pardon me, if 1 ſuſpeR the Chaſtity of your 
fingers. I am ſure thoſe of your party have been 
troubled with fellons, witneſs the Churchereve- 


; nues, and ſeveral ſacriledges,that cannot be pair- 


ed off with your nails; Burt chere is another reaſon 
why 1 abitain from the ignominy of the Saints, 
You were in hopes to retrieve your money z but 
verily, verily, never ſprings the patridge. .You 
would have your man taken for a tax»patherer : 
Lord, how the ſtile alters! che man when he was 
with you,was on of the Scribes andPhariſces,and 
here he mult paſs for a Publican and ſinner. Sir, 
we caſt up no-trench of ſecurity, though we 
might have dirt enough ia your language to do 
it; and yer we hope to be ſaved by our works, 
for all the ſtrength of your faith, whereby you 
hold yourſelves able to remove mountains : for 
your advice not to throw ſtars at your head, I 
embrace it, for what need I as long asthere is 
gooſe-ſhotto be had for money? my wit ſhall be 
on what ſide heaven you pleaſe, provided it be 
alwayes antartick to yours : for the appellation 
of Giant, I accept it ; onely I am ſorry that I am 
not he with the hundred hands, that I might ſo 


Sir, 
Tour ſervant , 
Jo. CI. 
O4 THE 


THE 
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Diurnal-maker is the Subealmoner of 
y. Riſtory, Queen Mabs Repiller ; on whom 
by ihe ſame figure, that a North- Country 
Pedler is a Merchant-men?, you may ſtile an 
Author, it is the hike over-reach of Janguape, 
where every thin tincer-cloaked Quack as 
Doctor , when a Clumſey Cobler ulurps the 
attribute of our Engliſh peers, and is vamped 
a Trarſttor , lit: bm a Writer and you (mo- 
ther Ge: ffery in ſwather ſlops; the very name of 
Dabltr over-ſers him, he is ſwallowed up in 
the praiſe like Sir Saw:! Luke in a great Sadle, 
nothing to be ſeen but the pidcy Feather in 
his Crown. They call him a Afercary, but be 
becomes the Epithete , like the little Negro 
mounted on the Elephant, juſt ſuch another 
blot- rampant. He has not ſtufficgs ſufficient for 
the reproach of a Scribler, but it hangs about 
him-Ifean old wives skin, when the fleſh hath 
f0!12::ep her, lank and looſe. He defaines a good 
Title,asweli as moſt of our modern Noble-men, 
Re | thoſe 
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thoſe Weins of oreatnels, the body politicks 
moſt peccant humours , bliſtred into Lords. 
He hath fo rawboned a Being, that however 
you render him , he rubs it out, and makes 
raggs of che expreſſion, The lilly Country- 
man ( who ſeeing an Ape in a fcarlet coat, 
bleſt his young worſh p, and gave his Land- 
lord joy of the hopes of his houſe ) did not 
{lander his Complement with worſe applicati- 
on, than he thac names this ſhred an Hiſtorian. 
To call him an Hiſtorian: is to Knight a Man- 
drake, it is ro view im through a perſpective, 
and by that groſs Hyperbole to give the reputa» 
tion of an Engineer to a maker of Mouſe- 
traps, Such an Hiſtorian would hardly paſſe 
muſter with a Scotch Scationer in a heve-tull 
of ballads and God!ly Benks. He wovld not ſerve 
for the breſt-plate of a begging Grecian, The 
moſt crampt Compenaium that the age hath ſeen 
fince all learning was torn ito ends, outs{irips 
him by the head : I bare beard of Puppets 
that could prattle in a play, bur never law of 
their writings before, There goes a reporc of 
the Hol/aud women, that rwpether with their 
children they are delivered of a Sooterkin , 
notz unlike to a Rat, which ſome imagin to be 
the Off-ipring of the Stoves : I know not 
what 3g»/s fatuns adulterates the preſs, but it 
ſeems much afrer that faſhion, clſe how could 
this vermin think to be a Twin to a legitimate 
writer, 
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Writer, when thoſe weekly. fragments ſhall 
paſle for Hiſtory ? Let the poor mans box be 
intituled the Exchequer, and the Alms-basker 
a Magazine, Not a worm that knaws on the 
dall ſcalp of voluminous Holinſhed , but -at e- 
very meal devoured more Chronicle, than his 
tribe amounts to. A marginal note of Wiliiam 
Prinne would ſerve for a winding-ſheet for that 
mans works, like thick-skinned fruits are all 
rinde, fit for nothing, but the authors fate, to 
be pared in a Pillory. 

The Cook, who ſerved up the Dwarf in a 
Pye ( to continue the frolique ) might have 
lapped up ſuch a Hiſtorian as this in the bill of 
fare. He isthe firſt tinture and rudiment of 
a Writer, dipped as yet in the preparitive 
blew, like an Almanack well willer. He is the 
Caaet of a Pamphleteer, the Pedee of a Ro- 
mancer, Heisthe Embrio of a Hiltory, flinked 
before maturicy; How ſhould he record the 
iffaes of time-, who himſelf is :an abortive? I 
will not ſay, but he may paſſe for an Hiſtorian 
inGerbters Academy, he is much'of a ſize of thoſe 
knot-graſſe profeſſors ; What a pitifdll 
Seminary was there projected', yet ſuitable 
enough co the preſent Univerſities, thoſe dry 
Nurſes, which the providence of the age has 
ſo fully reformed, that they are turned Refor- 
madoes ! But that is no matter, the meaner the 


better : It is a maxim obſerveable in theſe 
| dayes, 
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dayes, that the onely way to win the game, is 
to play petty F»bus. Of this number is the E- 
ſquire of che Quill ; for he bath the grudging 
of Hiſtory , 'and ſome yawnings accordingly. 
Writing is a diſeaſe in him , and holds like a 


quotidian z ſo it 15 his infirmity chat makes him 


ah Author : as Mahomet was beholding to the 
falling fickneſs to vouch him a Propher. Thar 
nice Artificer , who filed a chain ſo thin and 
light, chat a flea could trail it ( as if he had 
worked ſhort-hand, and caught his cooles ro 
cypher ) did but contrive an embieme for this 
$Kipjack, and his flight productions. 


Me thinks the Turk ſhould licence Diurnalls, 
becauſe he prohibits learning and books. A 
Library of Diurnalls 1s a wardrobe of fripery , 
itis a juſt idea of the Limbo of Infants 1 ſaw 
one once, thar could write with his roes, by the 
ſame token I could have wiſhed he had worn his 
copies for ſocks; it is he without doubr, from 
whom the Diurnals derive their pedegree, and 
they have a birch-right accordingly , being 
ſhuffled out at the beds feer of Hiltory. To 
what infinite numbers an Hiſtorian would mul- 
tiply, ſhonld he crumble intoelves of this pro- 
feſlion ? Legioned Pymme, whole fleſh bred ſuch 
a world of Executors, as being made of the roe 
of a Herring, of nothing elſe but compaRed 
nits, did not disband his body in more variety. 

To 
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To ſupply this ſmalneſs they are fain to joyn 
forces, ſo they are not ſingly, but as the cu- 
ſtome 1s, In a Croaking commitcee ; They tug 
at the Pen, like {laves at the Oare, a whole bank 
together, they writ in the Poſture, that the 
Sweeas give fire in, over one anothers heads. Jt 
is ſaid there 1s more of them goe to aluit of 
Cloaths chan to Britanicas; in this Polygamy 
the Cloaths breed, and cannot determine,whoſe 
iſſue is lawfully begotten: 


And here, Ithink, it were not amiſle to take 
a particular, how he is accoutred, and ſo do by 
him, as he in his $iqzis for the wall-eyed Mare, 
or the Crop-flea-bitten, give you the marks of 
the beaſt. I begin with his head, which is ever 
in the Clouts, as if the night-cap ſhould make 
affidavit, that the brain was pregnant To 
what purpoſe doth the Pia Mater liein fo duly, 
in her white formalities ! ſure ſhe hath bard la- 
bour ; for the brows have ſpueazedjfor it, as 
you may perceive by his buttered bonegrace, 
that filmofa demicaſter, it 18s ſfothin and un- 
Rious, that the ſun-beams miſtake it for a va- 
pour , and are like to cape him; fo it is right 
Heliotrope, it creaks in the ſhine, and flaps in 
the ſhade, what ever it be, I wiſh it were able 
' to-call in his ears; there is no proportion be- 
ewixt that head and appurtenances ; thoſe of 


all Luggs are no more fic tor that ſmall RR 
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of the circumciſion, than braſs boſſes for a Ge- 
neva Bible. In what a puzzling neutrality 1s that 
poor ſoul that moves betwixt two ſuch ponde» 
rous byaſles ? His collar is wedged with a piece 
of peeping linnen, by which he means a boxd ; 
it is the forlorn of his ſhirt crawling out of his 
neck, indeed it istime that his ſhirt were jog. 
ging, forit hath ſerved him an Apprentiſhip, 
and (as apprentices uſe) it hath learned his trade 
too, to which effeR it is marching to the Paper 
Mill, and the next week ſets up for it ſelf in the 
ſhape of a Pamphlcs. His Gloves are the ſhavings 
of his hands, for he caſts his skin like a cancelled 
parchment, though itch repreſents the broken 
ſeals. His boots are the Legacies of two black 
Jacks, and till he pawned he ſilver that the 
Jacks were tipped with , it was a pretty mode 
of boothoſe tops. For the reſt of his habit he 
isa perſe&t Seaman a kind of Interpawlin, he 
being hanged about with his courſe compoſition 
theſe Poledavies papers, 

But I mult draw to an end,for everyCharaQer 
is an Anatomy-Lecture, and it fares with me 
in this of che Diarzai-maker, as with him that 
reads 0n a begged Malefattor ; my ſnbjet ſmells 
before I have gone half chorow him : for a 
parting blow then, the word Hiſtorian imports 
a ſage and flvlemn Author, one that curles his 
brow with a ſullen gravity, like a Bull necked 
Presbyter, ſince the army hath got off his ju- 


ri\diGtion 
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riſdiction, who Presbyter:- like ſweeps his breaſt 
with a reverend beard, full of native moſle. 
troopers. Not ſuch a ſquirting ſcribe as this 
that is troubled with the Rickers, and makes 
| wy worths of Hiſtory. The Colledge-Trea- 
ury , that never-had in bank above a Harry 
oroar, ſhut up therein a melancbolly ſolitude, 
like one that is kept to keep poſleflion, had as 
good evidence to ſhew for his title, as he for 
an Hiſtorian : ſo if heneeds will be an Hiſto- 
rian,he is not cited in the Sterling acception, but 
after the rate of blew caps reckoning an Hiſtc- 
rian Scot. Now a Scotchmans tongue runs high 
Fullames, there is a cheat in his Ideom ; for Ts 
ſence ebbes from the bold expreffion, like the 
CitizensGallon, which the Drawer interprets bur 
half a pint. In ſumme\, a Diarnal-maker is the 
anti-mark of an Hiſtorian, he differs from him * 
asa Drill from a man ( or if you had rather 
have itin the Saints gibberiſh) as a Hizter doth 
from a Holder-forth. 
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CLEAVELANDS 
PETTITION 


. T O 
Oliver Cromwell, 
Late PROTECTOR. 


May it pleaſe your Highneſs, 

R Ulers within the Circle of their 
Government have a claim to that 
which is ſaid of the Deity, They 

have their Center every where, and their 

Circumferenceno where, It is in this con= 

fidence,that I addreſs to your Highneſs, 

as knowing no place in the Nation is ſo 
remote, as not to ſhare in the ubiquity 
of your carez.no Priſon ſocloſe, as to 
ſhut meup trom partaking of yourin« 
fluence. My Lord, it is mv misfortune, 
that after ten years of retirement from 


deing engaged in the difference of the 


State 
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State, having wound my ſelf up in a 
private receſs, and my comporiment 
to the publick, being ſoin offenſive, 
that in all this time, neither fears nor 
jealouſtes haveſcrupled atmy Actions : 
Being abouut three months ſince at Nor- 
wich, | was fetched with a Gaurd before 
the Commiſſioners,and ſent Priſoner to. 
Turmouth, and if it benot a new offence 
to. make Inquiry wherein 1 offenJed 
(for hitherto my faults are kept as cloſe 
as my perſon, ) I am induced to believe, 
that next to the adherence to the Roy. 
al party, 'thecauſe of my confinement 
15 the narrowneſs of my eſtate ; for zone 
ftand committed, whoſe eſtate can bail them; 
Tonly am the Priſoner, who have no A- 
cresto be my hoſtage. Now if my po- 
verty be criminal ( with Reverence be 
it ſpoken, ) Imuſtimplead your High- 
zeſs, whoſe victorious Arms have redu- 
ced me toit, as acceſlary to my guilt, 
Ler it ſuffice my Lord, that the calami- 
ty of the War hath made us poor; do 
not puniſh us for it / Who ever did pen 
ance for being raviſhed? Is itnot —_ 

| | that! 
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that -weare ſtript ſo bare, but jt muſt 

be made in order to a ſeverelaſh / mult 
our $skars be engraven with new 
wounds? muſt we firſt be made Criples, 
then beaten with our own Crutches 2 
Poverty ! ifit bea fault it is its own pu- 
niſkment 3 who futfers for it more, pays 
Uſe upon ule. 1 beſeech your Highweſs 

put ſome bounds to our overthrow,and 

do not purſue the chaſe to the other 
world: Can your ttunder be leveiled ſo 

low as our grovelling Conditioas? Can 
that towering Spitit,that hath quarried 

upon Kingdomes, make a ſtcop at us, 

who are the rubbiſh of thoſe ruins? 

Methinks | I hear your former Atchiev- 

ments interceeding with you riot to ſule 
Iy your glories with tr2zmpling on the 

proſtrate, norelog the wheeles cf your 

Chariot, with ſo degenerous a triumph. 

The moſt renowned Heroes have ever 
with ſuch tenderneſs cheriſhed 7their 
Captives, that their Swords did but cut 
out work tor their courteſie: Thoſe that 
fell by their proweſs ſprung up by their 
favours, as if they had ſtruck them 
P down 


lt 
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"down, onely to make them rebound'the 
Higher. TIhope your Highneſs, as you 
are the Rival of their fame, will be no 
leſs of. their vertues; the nobleft Tro- 
phy, that you can ere@ to your Honour 
Is toraiſe the afflifted. And ſince you 
have ſubdued all oppoſition, it now-re- 
mains, that you attach your ſelf; and 
with as of mildneſs varquiſh your vi- 
Rory, It isnot long ſince. 24y Lord, that 
you knocked off the ſhackles from moſt 


of our party, and by a grand releaſe did 


ſpread your. clemency as large as your 
territories. | Let not new proſcriptions 


interrupt our Jubilee. Let not that your - 


lenity be flandered as the Ambufh of 
your further 1igour, For the ſerviceof 
his Majeſty (if it be objected JI am ſofar 
from exculing it, thatIam ready to al- 


ledge it in my vindication - I cannot 


conceivethat my fidelity to my Prince 
ſhould taint me 1n your opinions; T 
ſhould rather expect it ſhould recom, 
mend me to your favour ;z had not we 
been faithful to our Kirzg, we could 
not have given our ſelyes tobe fo to 

yOur 
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your Highneſs 3 you had then truſted 
us gratis, whereas now we have our 
former Loyalty to vouch us. You fee, 
my Lord, how much { preſume upon 
the greatneſs of your Spirit, that dare 
prevent my fndictment with ſo tranke 
a Confefhion, «ſpecially in this, w}.ich [ 
may ſo juſtly deny,thar it is almoſt arro» 
gancy in metoownitz forthe truth js, I 


. was not Qualified enough to fer ve hic 


all that I could do,was to bear a part in 
his ſufferings, and give my ſel: up to be 
cheriſhed with bis fal;thus my charge is 
double(my obedience to my$Soveraign, 


'| and wharis the reſult of that, my want 


of a fortune; ) Now whatever refl-&i- 
ons I have on the former3l am a true pe- 
nitent for the latter z My Lord yuu lee 
my crimes ! As to my detence you bear: 
it about you!l ſhall plead nothing ia my 
juſtification, but your Highneſs Clemens» 
cy, which as it is che conſtant inmate of 
a valiant breaſt (if you graciouſly pleaſe 
toexrend it to your Supplicant in ta» 
king we out of this withering Curance ) 
your H:ghneſs will find that mercy will 
| Þ 32 Elta. 
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eſtabliſh you more than power; though 
all the dayes of your life were as preg- 
nant with vicories, as your twice auſp1- 


clous third of September. 
Tour Highneſs bumble, aud 
| ſubmiſſive Petitioner. | 
J. C. 
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| CLEAVELANDS LETTER 
| To the Earl of 


WESTMORL AN D, 


My Lord, 

T were high preſumpticn in me not to 
{be proud of this occaſion;and I ſhould 

no leſs then a rebel toeloquence, if 
the lines you ſent me had not raiſed me 
above my ordinary Level: So that to ex. 
preſs my gratitude I muſt renovnce my 
humility,and purchaſe one virtue at the 
price of another. And well may my mo. 
deſty ſuffer in the ſervice, when my rea- 
ſon it ſelf is overwhelm'd with the fa. 
vor: To ſcea perſon of your Lordſhips 
eminency pofleſt of nobility by a double 
Tenure, both of birth and brain, ſora 
bend his greatneſs, as to ſtoop tome, 
(wholive 1a the vale both of parts and 
fortune) is ſo high an honour, that who 
juſtly corſiders1t, if he be not ſtupidly 
ſenſleſs, will be ſenfle(s with extaſie. T 
for my part am loſt in amazements; and 


j itis myiatereſts to be ſo:for not know« 
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ing otherwiſe, how togive your preſent 
a fit reception, itis the beſt of my play 
to be belides my ſelf in theaCtion. You. 
ſee (my Lord) howl empty my felt of 
my native faculty, to be ready for thoſe 
o: your enſpirings, as the prophets of 
old ina ſacred fury ran out of iheir wits 
to mike room tor theDcity. I ſhall not 
need hereafterto digeſt my conceptin 
ons, 1ſhall ſpeak by 1nſtin& : for when 
you deſigned to vifit me with your lofty 
Number+, what was itclſe but to make 
me the Prieſt of your Lordſhips Oracle? 
ſuchisthe ſtrength and ſpirits of your 
fancy,that nie thought your Po-ms(like 
the richeſt wine) ſent torth a ſteam at 
the opening. What flowed from your 
brain: fumed into mine --It was almoſt 
impoſfible to read your lines, and be fo- | 
ber. You, you, (My Lord )are the favou- | 
rite of the Mules, your ſtrain is ſo happy, 
and hath the reputation for ſo match- 
leſs, as # you had a double key to 
the Temple of honour: tolet in your 
ſelf and exclude competitours. It is you 
(My Lord) havecut the clouds, and 
| reacht 
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reacht perfection : who having moun+ 
ted the cliffe, lends an hand tome, who 
am labouring in the craggy aſcent; ſo 
towering are the praiſes you pleaſe to 
beſtow-on me,and my deſerts.ſo grove- 
ling,. tha: toſhew you my head is un- 


worthy. your hight,it 15not able to bear 


ſtem, it grows giday with the precipice: 
it pains meto be on the laſt ofanHyper- 
bolez you do but crucifie my tender me- 
rits.to diſtend-it thus at length and 
breadth. Cooſider,l pray you,that the 
leaggſt endowments would be plump 
and, full thus blown up with a quil :; 
and;; that there are: ſome ſo dwarfiſh, 
whom the wrack will not ſtretch to a 
proper man. It is an excellent breathin 

for a puiſſant wit,to overbear the world 
in defence of a paradox: and a good Ad- 


| vocate will weather outa cauſe, when 
there is neither truth nor tackle to aſſiſt 


his igvention. I perſwade my felf you 
had never undertaken to have writ my 
Panegyrick, but that you ſaw it was to 
combate with the tide, and to put your 
abilities to _—_— teſt in ſounlikely 
| 4 a 
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a ſ\abje&:'-+ Little: do! you think ' what 
ſtore of oppoſers your opinion: will 
breed 'yontfor thongh you be ſo power- 
ful in the art of perſ{waffor, that ſhould 
you turn-A poſtate;there would need no 
more but to towl the bell for Religion : 
yet this is an Hereſie where you ſtand a- 
lone; and like $c294 in the breach,with 
yourfingle valourdnel an Army, 

- Now,My Lord, if I benot miſtaken, 
fave faund the motive- that induced 
you to 0bligeme.z you aretied by your 
Order togive proteGion to the weak 
and ſuccotleſs : fol muſt change mine 


aildrefſesand thank your red Ribband 
for my commendations, Such and ſo | 


many are the flowers of Rhetorick you 
have heap'd upon me;' that Irun the 
hazard of that 0l1mpick Vitor, who was 
ſtifled with Pofies caſt upon him in ap- 
probation ot his worth which fragrant 
fate, If I ſhowld ſuſtaip, what is there 
more to make me enamoured of Death, 
but that the ſame flowers ſhould ſtrew 
my Corps in a Funeral Oration 2 Could 
you thiak (My Lord) that the ſuppreſ- 
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ſing your narpe was able to conceal you, 
when it iseafie ro wind you by'your 
phraſe? The ſweetneſs of the language 
diſcoveted the Author: like that Rowan 
Senatour, who,hiding bimſelf in time of 
proſcription, his perfumes betraid him. 
But I ſhall not arreſt your lordſhip ſo far 
with a further interruption. My Lord, 
you have enobled me with your teſti 
mony and tſhall keep'your papers the 
Patent of mineHonour. Yet give me 
leaveto tell you 3 that among. all thee. 
pithets you-pile ſo artificially to'build 


me a fame, there 1s one wanting'to ac- 


compliſh my ambition , and which 1 


| beſeech your Lordthip:T may enjoy for 


the future ; that is, to beeſteemed © 
' $TR, 
Tour Homonrs, Oe. 
John Cleavland: 
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'Yet can think as well as they 


my 1:24 MM: oc tf: 
FE thou pretty active part 

"* Tothe Myſtris of my heart ? 
Shew her how the tedious night 
Sadly waſtes without delight, 
Haw my waking ſoul divides 
The filent day twixt ebbs and tides 


Of hope and fear : How Love in me 
Knows no meaſure or degree 
Tellherall my feigned dreams 

Of her injoyment,which in gleams 
Of wiſhed bliſs I ſeem to ſee, 

But waking proved afallacy : 


Contriy'd by death to Killa Swain 
More than half ready ſlain + 
Tell her all my ſecret fears, 


' Whatalength's in ſeven years 


And that my grief well underſtood, 
Is worſe by far than Widow-hood £ 


How to ſee and not parcake 
Is but dying for her ſake, 
Tell her more than dare ſay, 


That 
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That feel the freedore of that heat 
W hich | in contemplation beat, 


And let her know love more deli;hts + 
In ation thanin appetites. 

Tell her burial and a wite 

| Untouched.,are both things without life 
And that too many heats and col-1 

Will make the belt complexion old. 


| And when poor beauty paſt its prime 
The reſt is out a fleeping time. 

Tell her all thoſe beights and graces, 
Which are built in female faces, : 
Like the Orbes without their motions 

Are but glorious piticd notions, 


And in ſhort without deceit 

Love cannot for ever wait. 
Pray her, pray her quickly yield, 
| Venus joy's to loole the held, 
And in fetrer'd twines tolie, 
Working through love's 24yſterie, 


| Where in thouſand winding wayes 
She can twiſt the loyers maze. 


Where 


Where with pleafing loſle and pain 
Lagies clip and tot again, $444 
Mixing fleſh with flames half gone, 
Joyes firſt felr, then thought upon. 


_/ Tell her if ſhe this deny, 

Love only fed vvith air muſt dy. 
Azk her vyhether groans and charms 
Mid-night walks and folded arms 
Be all ſhe meant when firſt ſhe ſlew 
Me filly heart at ſecond view ? - 


Andifalife be ſpent in woing,* + 
Where's.the time reſerv'd for doing ? 
Now litcle ſigh, if ſhe at laſt 

Ehide and check thee with a caſt 

Of angrie looks like one that comes 
Tokindlelove in fullen Tombes # © 


Return to me my pretty dear, 
And I will hide thee in a tear, 
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